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ANCIENT 

(In a deep, powerful voice) 

Long has my race observed the 

inhabitants of Planet Earth. Under the 

canon, we were allowed to stalk the 

most dangerous among them. Through the 

ages, humans progressed making the hunt 

more difficult. With the difficulty 

came more honor and glory. Those who 

returned with worthy trophies after an 

extended period on earth were 

considered for future advancement 

within the clan. A group of neophytes 

under the guidance of an elite warrior 

traveled to earth. In his zeal, one of 

the neophytes violated a basic tenet by 

killing innocents. To rectify this 

mistake, a human infant, belonging to 

the innocents, was brought back to be 

raised among us. To prevent future 

contraventions, hunting on the planet 

was limited to veterans. In the solar 

year of '87, one of these veterans 

journeyed to earth. Gravely injured 

from a remarkable quarry, he died 

honorably with no remains to recover. 

Ten years passed, another elite 

shadowed vicious game. He too would 

meet his fate at the hands of a 

resilient prey. During this time, the 

mistake was being resolved, or so I 

thought.   

FADE IN:  

EXT. PORTLAND - NIGHT 

On a moonless night, a few clouds glide above the decaying 

urban canyon. Everything is at peace until hideous, loud 

laughter breaks the serenity. The laughter belongs to two 

burly THUGS, who chase SAMANTHA DIAZ, a beautiful woman in 

her mid-twenties, on the empty city street.   

THUG#1 

Bitch, you know you want it! 
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THUG#2 

Stop playing hard to get! 

She makes a turn to the right and quickly enters a narrow, 

dim alley with the hoodlums close behind.  

EXT. ALLEY – CONTINUOUS 

She dashes through the passage. Nearing the end, she stops. 

A large fence prevents her escape. The woman turns back 

only to see the thugs’ big frames looming.   

THUG#1 

Nowhere to run, nowhere to hide. 

SAMANTHA DIAZ 

(Hysterical) 

I’ll give you money, credit cards, 

jewelry. Just leave me alone! 

THUG#2 

We’re taking all that after were done 

with you.  

Samantha tries to dash pass them but they grab her. 

Throwing her to the ground, the ruffians take out large 

combat knives.  

THUG#1 

Relax, baby. Let me get rid of the junk 

you’re wearing.   

SAMANTHA DIAZ  

Leave me alone! 

She scurries backward as the men move closer and closer. 

Suddenly, a plasma pulse penetrates the back of thug#1’s 

skull. It erupts from his right eye socket. Blood sputters 

on the Samantha’s face. Thug#1 slumps to the floor. Before 

Thug#2 can react, another plasma pulse rips a huge gap in 

his back. Both crumbled corpses, with blood still pouring 

from the wounds, lie before the woman. A look of disbelief 

washes over her face as she stares at her would-be rapists. 

Seconds later, a shimmer, in a large humanlike form, 

appears next to the bodies. The shimmer vanishes and a 

bipedal creature replaces it. Looking at this strange being 

terrifies the already terrified woman.  

EXT. WOMAN’S P.O.V – CONTINUOUS 

Standing over seven feet tall is a PREDATOR. He belongs to 
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a breed of intergalactic big-game hunters on everlasting 

expedition. Both his attire and weapon are a combination of 

primitive and extreme hi-tech. A plasma caster, a small, 

energy weapon mounted on his left shoulder, follows the 

Predator’s head movement. 

BACK TO SCENE 

The Predator crouches and grabs his first victim by the 

head. The extraterrestrial examines Thug#1’s head, moving 

it from right to left. A growl emits from the Predator’s 

mouth as he drops the body. The Predator goes through the 

same process with the second victim. Again, a growl escapes 

from his throat. He roughly tosses the cadaver aside. 

The Predator shifts his attention to the woman, and slowly 

extends his hand toward her face. Before he can make 

contact, the lady immediately throws up her hands in front 

of her face while she cowers in fear. 

SAMANTHA DIAZ 

No! 

The Predator retracts his hand. He stands up and reaches 

for his helmet. He tugs at the four, elastic, linking pipes 

that connect with the helmet. Detaching the headgear, the 

Predator reveals his face. The sight shocks the woman and 

sends chills down her spine.  

The Predator’s face consists of four, small prehensile 

mandibles surrounding its mouth. The color of his eyes is 

yellow. A few, short rigid hair-like outgrowths protrude 

from his upper cheeks. A long, wide scar streaks diagonally 

across his face. Although he has extensive alien facial 

characteristics, the woman recognizes more unmistakable 

human features as well.  

SAMANTHA DIAZ 

Who? What are you? 

The amalgamation of human and Predator is HYBRID.   

FADE OUT: 

FADE IN: 

INT. ABANDONED THEATER – NIGHT 

SUPERIMPOSE: JUNE 3, 1977 

Over the years, vandalism has taken a heavy toll on the 

building. Only the intact side catwalks serve as a constant 
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reminder that this was a theater.  

A silver-haired, distinguished DON, 40, sits at a dusty 

table. A tall man with slick, black hair, the Don’s 

LIEUTENANT, carries an Uzi. He stands next to the Don. 

Equipped with various automatic weapons, nine men guard the 

mafia boss. 

DON 

Is your contact coming? My patience is 

wearing thin. 

LIEUTENANT 

He’s desperate to buy. He’ll be here. 

Armed with AK-47s, seven gangsters make a rowdy entrance. 

The GANG LEADER emerges from the group; he takes his place 

at the table. Slouching in the seat, he props his legs, one 

on top of the other, on the table. The soles of his 

snickers face the Don. The annoyed Don stares hard at the 

gang leader. 

DON 

I hate to be kept waiting. 

GANG LEADER 

I was held up by family business. 

DON 

I don’t give a damn. 

GANG LEADER 

I do. I had to kill my brother for 

stealing from me. 

DON 

It sucks to be you. 

The gang leader ignores the remark. 

GANG LEADER 

Is our deal going down or what? 

DON 

As long as you have the money. 

GANG LEADER 

I got the money. It better be good 

stuff you’re selling. 

DON 

I guarantee you this is the best 
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material on the market. 

The lieutenant brings a black briefcase and places it on 

the table. He opens it, revealing several kilos of cocaine 

in small, plastic bags. Taking out a switchblade, the gang 

leader cuts open a bag. He dips his finger into it and 

samples a small quantity with the tip of his tongue. A big 

smile appears on his face. 

DON 

 Now the money. 

Snapping his fingers, the gang leader summons one of his 

minions. A bald man steps forward. He carries an open metal 

briefcase, which contains numerous neat stacks of hundred 

dollar bills. He sets it next to the black briefcase. The 

Don’s mood changes from annoyance to pleasure. 

GANG LEADER 

Better count the money. 

LIEUTENANT 

You know what happens to people who 

double cross us. 

GANG LEADER 

They end up at the bottom of the bay or 

in a tub of acid. 

LIEUTENANT 

I knew you’re too smart to trick us. 

Both parties take their designated briefcase and leave in 

opposite directions. As the Don and his men, reach the 

exit, his lieutenant stops. 

DON 

What’s wrong? 

Without saying a word, the now suspicious lieutenant opens 

the briefcase. He takes out and inspects a bundle of cash. 

He discovers most of it contains blank papers. He 

scrutinizes a few more. The result is the same. 

LIEUTENANT 

The asshole gave himself a discount. 

DON 

You cheated us out of our money, you 

son of bitch! 
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GANG LEADER 

(Coolly) 

It sucks to be you. 

The gangsters immediately unleash a barrage of bullets 

while they take up defensive positions. The brazen attack 

kills the Don and a few of his men. Recovering from the 

ambush, the mobsters fire back. The lieutenant drags the 

Don’s body away while the gun battle rages. 

Streaking through the air, a spear penetrates the right 

side of a hoodlum’s head; it pins him to the wall. He 

twitches for an instant and dies. From the high catwalks, 

four, cloaked Predators descend upon the humans. 

A Predator’s wrist blades pierce the lieutenant’s chest. He 

screams in agony as the humanoid lifts him from the ground. 

He hurls the lieutenant across the room. Terrorized with 

fear, everybody shoots blindly at the unseen tormentors. 

Another Predator rams his blades into a mobster’s head. 

Inhuman screaming coupled with gunfire reverberates 

throughout the building.  

At the same time, the other two extraterrestrials viciously 

assault the gangsters. One of them drives his sharp melee 

weapon underneath a gangster’s chin. The pointed tips exit 

the top of the person’s head as the creature levitates the 

unfortunate human. 

The slaughter ends as quickly as it began. The only 

individual left alive is the gang leader. His eyes bulge 

with fear. Sweat drips from his forehead. He tightly grips 

his .9mm Beretta. While desperately looking for a target, 

he hears his own voice. 

VOICE 

  It sucks to be you. 

The gang leader spins around. Twin blades quickly scythe 

down into the middle of his body. A geyser of blood erupts 

from him while various organs spill onto the floor. Falling 

to the floor, his lifeless eyes stare at the uncloaked 

Predator. 

The few alien symbols which run across his helmet, marks 

him as the leader of the pack. Standing amidst a sea of 

dead bodies and blood, he surveys the now quiet area. The 

other Predators uncloak, while each of them approaches a 

specific corpse. They wear different headgears.   
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With abnormal human strength, they thrust their hand into 

the victims’ backs. Flesh and bone rip apart as they 

forceful extract the skull with the spinal cord column. One 

by one, they let out a deafening roar while they raise 

their trophies in the air. 

Behind a pillar, a lone GANG MEMBER watches the horror that 

transpires before him. Trembling, he pries a gun from a 

dead man’s hand. He madly dashes for the exit while 

shooting at the Predators. 

GANG MEMBER 

Die Motherfuckers, die! 

The Predators turn around. They see the gang member escape. 

One Predator, COLORED EYES, chases after the survivor. 

EXT. SMALL GROCERY STORE – NIGHT 

In front of the shabby building, a young couple prepares to 

go home. The HUSBAND locks the shop’s entrance. His WIFE 

smiles at their one-month old baby son. She carries him 

snuggly in her arms. 

HUSBAND 

Honey, I’m sorry for putting you 

through this trouble. I shouldn’t ask 

you to come and help me. 

WIFE 

We all need to work hard to build our 

future, love. 

HUSBAND 

Once we have enough money… 

Hysterical screaming interrupts him as the gang member runs 

towards them. Defensively, the husband jumps in front of 

his family. 

GANG MEMBER 

(In tears) 

Help me, man. Please. 

Suddenly, a smart disc, a sharp circular projectile, slices 

through his head. Without losing momentum, it exits his 

mouth. The gang member’s severed head falls backward. While 

the sharp circular weapon continues on its course, it 

decapitates the couple. Returning back to its owner, the 

disc stops in mid-flight. The leader of the group, now 

uncloaked, catches the deadly weapon. He lets out a long 
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angry trill at Colored Eyes. 

Through infrared spectrum, Colored Eyes sees the three dead 

individuals. The heat, which fritters away, leaves the 

bodies pale and spectral. He notices the gun next to the 

intended prey. It registers a dark blue in his sight. 

Double-checking for any weapons, he switches through 

various vision modes. He finds none. 

He utters a low trill when he sees a faint thermal source 

from one of the corpses. His voice analyzer, a vertical 

electronic-like line, appears next to his peripheral 

vision. It barely oscillates as Colored Eyes hears a 

muffled sound.   

Walking towards the thermal source, Colored Eyes kneels and 

gently pushes the body over. The muffled sound turns into 

hysterical crying from the blood-covered baby, who is still 

nestled in his mother’s arms. 

EXT. OUTER SPACE 

Scattered stars in the billions perforate the vast ocean of 

blackness. Suspending in the void is a dark yellowish-brown 

planet Yamuna. A few light years away from earth, the 

planet serves as a colony for the Predators. 

EXT. PLANET SURFACE – DAY 

A sea of brown sand, the desert stretches from horizon to 

horizon. Several, large rock formations encompass the 

landscape. The reddish-orange sky darkens gradually as 

winds send clouds of sand rolling across the landscape. 

As the winds increase in intensity, a full-blown sandstorm 

develops. The sandstorm’s ferocity obscures the twin Suns 

while it unleashes its fury on a small Predator colony in 

its path. 

INT. COUNCIL CHAMBER – DAY 

An intricate frieze of alien design adorns the curved walls 

of the vast, shadowy chamber. Colored Eyes, still wearing 

his helmet, stands before the military-like tribunal. 

Besides him, the baby sleeps in an enclosed apparatus 

similar to an incubator. Standing behind a semicircular 

table, three senior Predators, who are the elders, preside 

at the tribunal.         

Several alien patterns and scars on their faces testify to 

their seniority. Various, deep, wounds of old verify their 
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battle hardiness. One of the elders, ONE EYE, begins the 

proceedings. Distinguishing him from the rest of the 

seniors, a long scar runs down where his left eye use to 

be. To his right is MASK, disfigured by acid attack. To his 

left is TEAR, who has two out of four mandibles left. 

ONE EYE 

(In alien tongue) 

Remove your helmet. 

Taking off his headgear, Colored Eyes reveals his face and 

a set of eyes – one green the other yellow. 

ONE EYE 

You are brought before us on charges of 

violating the code of honor and your 

lack of disciple. 

MASK 

Do you admit to the killing of the two 

unarmed humans? 

COLORED EYES 

Yes. 

TEAR 

Do you have anything to say in your 

defense? 

COLORED EYES 

Will the council acknowledge the 

killing as an accident?  

ONE EYE 

We do. Yet, accidents involving the  

harmless cannot and will not be 

tolerated. 

TEAR 

You know well what differentiates us 

from any organism, including humans, is 

our strict adherence to the code of 

honor. 

MASK 

Under no circumstances is the code to 

be violated. 

TEAR 

Your mistakes reflect upon our clan in 

front of our race. 
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ONE EYE 

You were highly praised on many 

occasions. You had the potential of 

becoming the youngest member to join 

our ranks. However, your rash actions 

have disgraced yourself and dishonored 

the clan. 

MASK 

Even the harshest punishment given to 

you will not distance our clan from 

your actions. 

Silently debating among themselves, the elders differ in 

what punishment should be mete out. After considering 

various punitive measures, they unanimously agree on a 

penalty. 

ONE EYE 

The council agrees to banish you from 

the clan. You are to live the rest of 

your life in exile. 

TEAR 

Surrender all your equipment and 

weapons. The spear is yours to retain. 

Resigned to his fate, the defendant complies. As he removes 

his accessories, the elders hear a distinct voice. 

VOICE 

The judgment could not be any better. 

They turn towards the source of the voice. Traces of 

astonishment, respect, and awe appear on the elders’ faces. 

Before them stands the most superior member of the clan, 

the eldest of the elders. Wearing a reddish-black cape, the 

formidable ANCIENT holds a long metallic staff in one hand. 

His worn facial features signify centuries of hunting. 

ANCIENT 

What is to happen to the human infant? 

Have you pondered his fate? 

ONE EYE 

(With utmost respect) 

We have yet to decide. What course of 

action should we take? 

ANCIENT 

You will not; he will. 
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Ancient gestures to Colored Eyes. 

ANCIENT 

Despite your gross violation, I will 

reprieve you. 

TEAR 

But wise one… 

Issuing a low vicious growl, One Eye silences Tear. Ancient 

ignores the brief interruption and altercation. 

ANCIENT 

I never interfere with the council’s 

judgment but due to this unusual 

situation, I must. 

Unsheathing a ceremonial dagger, Ancient passes it to Mask 

who in turn hands it to Colored Eyes. 

ANCIENT 

Perform the ritual! 

With his forefinger and thumb, Colored Eyes delicately 

grabs the infant’s tiny right hand. With one swift but 

gentle stroke of the dagger, Colored Eyes creates a 

bleeding gash across the baby’s palm. He repeats the same 

process with his right palm. 

Clasping the wounded hand of the crying infant with his 

injured hand, Colored Eyes completes the ritual. Luminous 

green blood enters deep into the infant’s gash where it 

mixes with human blood. It slowly oozes down the toddler’s 

arm as it overflows from his palm. In microscopic 

perspective, swirling strands of DNA molecules combine, 

detach, and recombine. 

ANCIENT 

He is your blood brother now. You will 

attend to him and train him. 

COLORED EYES 

I live to listen and obey. 

ANCIENT 

Until he attains full strength and 

knows our ways, the matter of 

retribution and absolution will be 

settled one way or another. 
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INT. PREDATOR SPACECRAFT – LAUNCHING DOCK 

SUPERIMPOSE: THIRTY-THREE YEARS LATER. 

Like the council chamber, elaborate frieze blankets the 

walls. Embedded in one wall is a collection of computer 

monitors. Their design is a mixture of aboriginal and 

futuristic. Assembling their weapons and donning their 

armor, Hybrid and eight Predators prepare for a major hunt. 

While Hybrid sharpens his spears, he hears a familiar 

taunt.  

VOICE 

Abomination. 

Whirling about to identify the offender, a thick yellow 

mucus smacks him in the face. HOSTILUS, a slightly larger 

Predator with deep green eyes, roars with laughter. The 

other Predators jeer at the incident. Calmly, Hybrid wipes 

away the disgusting saliva. From the center of the 

launching dock, a hologram of Planet Renshu appears above a 

computer terminal. 

Altering at intervals, the hologram displays different, 

ferocious creatures that inhabit the planet’s surface. 

Solemnly and with dignity, each Predator walks towards his 

twelve-feet-long and four-feet-wide cylindrical pod. The 

pods seal shut once occupied. Hybrid heads to the last pod. 

Colored Eyes, who now oversees the hunts, enters to see off 

Hybrid.  

COLORED EYES 

It is no surprise you made it this far. 

HYBRID 

I was trained by the best and for that, 

I am grateful, brother. 

COLORED EYES 

There is a high possibility you will 

not survive. 

HYBRID 

To retreat now will amount to disgrace 

now and forever. 

COLORED EYES 

There is nothing else to teach you, but 

remember: Do not fear death. The honor 

of the clan and loyalty to it are 

foremost. Everything else is secondary. 
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HYBRID 

Hard lessons well learned. 

COLORED EYES 

Endure the hunt. Bring back battle 

wounds. 

HYBRID 

I will exceed your expectation. 

Hybrid puts on his helmet and steps into the pod. 

EXT. PREDATOR SPACESHIP 

As it cruises gracefully, it simultaneously fires nine, 

colossal, metallic missiles into the eternal blackness 

towards  Planet Renshu. 

EXT. SWAMP – DAY 

Three over-sized, coffin-like projectiles crash through the 

thick foliage of a dense tropical swamp. Debris and broken 

trees scatter in every direction as the huge projectiles 

land hard. 

EXT. FROZEN TUNDRA – NIGHT 

Explosions of ice and snow erupt as a trio of gargantuan, 

metallic cylinders makes impact with the snow-covered 

landscape.  

EXT. DESERT – DAY 

For a brief moment, the plummeting of the last three 

projectiles shatters the silence barren wasteland. The 

sheer intensity of the impacts creates enormous clouds of 

sand. As the sandy billows clear, deep huge craters, each 

stretching off into distances apart, appear. Standing 

upright in each crater are the pods. 

Highly pressurized gases vent out as the pods slowly open. 

Among the opaque vapors, Hybrid, Hostilus, and PREDATOR#1 

emerge from the steel caskets. Quickly, Hostilus asserts 

his authority. As he takes the lead, the dual follow 

without hesitation or a hint of hostility. 

EXT. SWAMP – DAY 

Moss-covered rivers beneath huge, gnarled trees with 

exposed roots define the misty landscape. Wary of the 

hostile environment, three Predators proceed into murky 

waters. A small, furry, rat-like creature swims around 
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PREDATOR#2.  

At first, the warrior ignores it. With its long snot, the 

bizarre animal sniffs at the Predator#2’s leg. Letting out 

a short annoyed trill, he kicks the animal. It sails 

through the air and lands on the muddy riverbank. With one 

last stare at the Predators, the animal disappears into an 

ominous forest.  

Few seconds pass by, when a loud sickening yelp echoes 

through the dark woods. PREDATOR#3, who leads the team, 

hears it; he focuses his attention towards the forest.  

PREDATOR#3’S P.O.V 

From an infrared perspective, he sees faint heat 

signatures. His vision reforms; a zoomed view reveals a 

thermal outline of a organism. 

BACK TO SCENE 

From the forest, a foul, five-foot, tall creature emerges. 

From its lumped head, red-rimmed eyes burn with savagery. 

Its corded neck muscles represent a kind of hellish cobra’s 

cowl. Thick armor covers its torso. At the end of its 

sinewy arms and legs are sharp claws. Sharp, gray horns 

protrude everywhere from the head, arms and legs. 

The wide mouth, full of countless fangs, distorts its ugly 

face even more. Predator#3 unsheathes his two unique 

blades. The other Predators prepare their spears. With a 

sadistic hiss, the hostile charges towards Predator#3. 

Without any effort, the leader slices the being into three 

pieces. 

PREDATOR#2 

What a worthless prey! 

PREDATOR#3 

Never underestimate the hunted. 

The warriors look up. Three dozens of the same hideous 

creatures drop from the high treetops all at once. The 

hunters leap away from the ambush site just in time as the 

creatures land in the muddy water. With lightening speed, 

the Predators rush toward the masses of creatures from 

three different directions. They break through their ranks. 

With the wrist blades, Predator#3 hacks at the assailing 

claws while he decapitates with the other. The two 

Predators twirl their spears around themselves like fan 
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blades, cutting a huge swathe of horrific life forms away. 

The sound of metal rings out against the hard armor. 

Changing their battle stance, Predator#2 and PREDATOR#4 

impale the remaining creatures. With beings’ bodies stuck 

at the end of the spear, Predator#2 smashes them on the 

riverbanks. While Predator#4 flings them off his spear. 

Pieces of skull, body parts, and blood fill the air.  

As the trio proceeds to decimate the dwindling numbers of 

the creatures, numerous bubbles appear on the surface of 

the river behind them. The Predators continue with their 

slaughter, oblivious to the occurrence at the river. 

Several splashes erupt from the river. The Predators spin 

about in the direction of the noise. 

PREDATORS’ P.O.V 

From the deep cloudy water, swarms of creatures jump at the 

warriors. 

BACK TO SCENE 

Catching the Predators off guard, they heap upon the 

hunters. With their talons, they strike at the Predators. 

The Predators’ armor deflects most of the blows. Some slash 

at exposed areas. Others sink their fangs into unprotected 

flesh. The Predators falter under the masses of the life 

forms. The infestation engulfs them, preventing any chance 

of escape. 

In a hysterical rage, the Predators thrash at the menace 

like men in a cloud of hornets. As they break free from the 

huge pile, they create a small space around themselves. In 

that instant, the Predators regroup. Taking a defensive 

formation, the warriors fight back to back. They slay waves 

of hostiles, yet limitless reinforcements replace the dead.  

Although outnumbered, the Predators manage to keep the 

varmints at bay. The brutes grow restless; they sense the 

Predators’ desperate struggle for survival. Simultaneously, 

they renew their attack with extraordinary savagery. Before 

the creatures overrun the Predators’ position, the 

Predators, with renewed vigor, launch themselves skyward.  

Predator#3 lands on a tall tree’s thick branch so does 

Predator#2. However, the vicious life forms tackle the 

already airborne Predator#4 in midair. He falls on his back 

in the midst of the beings. His spear, knocked away from 

his hand, disappears among their sheer numbers. Frenzied, 
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the creatures tear at him. 

Not resigning to fate, Predator#4 gallantly fights back the 

overwhelming odds. With his wrist blades, he slashes, gores 

at the never-ending army of brutes. With his last ounces of 

strength, Predator#4 triggers the self-destruct device on 

his wrist-mounted computer. Red LEDS of Predator numerals 

initiate the countdown. 

From the treetops, the two Predators watch the certain 

demise of their comrade with disgust. Unable to restraint 

himself any longer, Predator#2 readies to assist his doomed 

cohort. Predator#3 prevents him. 

PREDATOR#3   

He has activated it. We will be 

fortunate if we survive the explosion. 

Swiftly, both Predators spring from one branch to another. 

Predator#3 leads. Behind them, several bolts of electric 

discharge arch skyward from the swamp. Debris swirls from 

the powerful whirlwind.  

PREDATORS’ P.O.V 

The forest canopies, now a blur of green, continue to pass 

by. When out of nowhere, one of the dreadful creatures 

hurdles itself forward. Immediately, a Predator’s hand 

sticks out; it grabs the creature by the face. 

EXT. SWAMP OUTSKIRTS – DAY 

Desperate to rid itself of the iron grip, the creature 

flails wildly. It inflicts numerous, deep gashes at the 

arm. Predator#3 maintains his solid hold despite the deep 

wounds of his arm.  

After a series of leaps, Predator#3 reaches the border of 

the swamp. With one, final bound, Predator#3 lifts off from 

the branch. In midair, he raises the hapless creature over 

his head. As he lands, Predator#3 slams the creature’s head 

with full force into the ground. Its brain and eyes spurt 

out in different directions. Predator#2 lands a few feet 

behind him. Predator#3 stands. Looking toward the sky, he 

lets out a hellish roar of victory. 

EXT. SWAMP – DAY 

Among the creatures, an immense, blinding, white flash 

floods the area. An abrupt, explosion quickly follows. As a 

titanic fireball shoots up towards the sky, concentric 
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waves of intense energy obliterate everything in its path. 

It vaporizes the creatures in a second. It shreds the 

nearby trees into splinters. 

EXT. PLANET SURFACE 

A mega mushroom cloud takes shape in the middle of the 

hundred-mile radius of sheer destruction. 

EXT. SWAMP OUTSKIRTS 

The two Predators look towards the swamp. The flash of 

intense light envelops them for a brief instant. The 

detonation’s aftershock rushes past by them. They maintain 

their ground like stone pillars. 

EXT. FROZEN TUNDRA – NIGHT 

In the fury of the snowstorm, PREDATOR#5, crouching, 

examines faint, peculiar footprints in the snow. Standing 

guard, two Predators flank him. Predator#5’s gaze shifts in 

the direction of the footprints. 

EXT. ICE CAVERN – NIGHT 

The bleary trail guides the warriors to a large entrance. 

The sudden disappearance of the path causes the warriors to 

exercise caution. With wrist blades extended and spears 

ready, the Predators enter the cave with vigilance. 

INT. ICE CAVERN 

Massive, copious, icy stalactites hang from the ceiling of 

the natural cavity. On the floor, dozens of artic, 

irregular stalagmites jut upward. The Predators survey the 

large cave with suspicion. As they proceed among the 

colossal formations, each Predator wanders in a separate 

path. 

Across the cavern, PREDATOR#6 reaches a frozen organism. 

The oddity of the specimen grabs the warrior’s attention. 

He leans forward, getting close to the rigid, bizarre 

being. He peers at it with intense curiosity. Behind him, 

one of the many stalactites moves slightly. 

A hairline fault appears. It runs the length of the 

stalactite. The crack widens slightly revealing a living 

being. Having used its huge membranous wings to camouflage 

itself as a stalactite, the creature unfolds them slowly. 

The skin’s texture is the same color as the frozen 

landscape. 
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The creature rises from its haunches. Up comes the one-

eyed, large, Pteranodon-like head on a sinewy, serpentine 

neck. The body resemblances a dragon except for the many, 

long, thick, tusks which project out of his upper torso. 

Four legs with claws, tipped with rapier-like talons, 

support the bulky eleven-feet-tall monstrosity.  

Each of its five long tails has a cluster of lethal darts. 

The beast, with its thirty feet wings folded at its sides, 

looms behind the unwary Predator. It inhales the cold air 

from its six nostrils. 

Losing interest in the frozen figure, Predator#6 turns 

around. In that moment, he sees the beast breathing a heavy 

condensed mist at him. He jumps to the side. He avoids the 

majority of it. However, the mist contacts his left hand. A 

dark, blue substance forms on the surface of his hand. 

In an instant, it penetrates flesh deep, decomposing tissue 

like gangrene, while immobilizing the limb. It begins to 

spread toward his shoulder. Sensing the immediate danger, 

Predator#6 amputates his arm before the decaying reaches 

his elbow. 

With its tusks, the behemoth charges at the Predator. 

Predator#6 dodges the attack. The ice creature slams into 

the frozen figure. Several ice splinters scatter through 

the air, as the collusion shatters the silence. 

Seeking the source of the commotion, the two Predators 

perceive the threat to Predator#6. As they rush to aid 

their comrade, another behemoth materializes from its 

camouflaged state among the formations. It impedes the 

hunters’ rescue efforts.  

Predator#5 and PREDATOR#7 prepare to charge at the 

monstrosity, when a barrage of thick darts flies directly 

at the dual. With their spears, they deflect the volley. 

They look up at the source of the incoming assault only to 

see a second ice creature falling down from the ceiling. A 

thunderous crash echoes throughout the cave as the beast 

lands in front of the warriors. 

Meanwhile, Predator#6 struggles in defending himself 

against the opponent’s onslaught. With his talons, the 

artic creature swipes at the injured warrior. He barely 

parries the attack with his spear. Again, the beast swipes 

at him. Incapable to repel the assault in time, the blow 

sends the Predator sailing through the air. He crumbles 

into a heap as he crashes on the ground. 
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The behemoth strolls toward the broken warrior. Upon 

reaching him, it stomps on the Predator’s chest. Predator#6 

squirms in agonizing pain as the creature increases the 

pressure. His outstretched hand tries to reach the spear 

that is almost within his grasp. The ice creature breathes 

in the cold air; it readies to launch another deadly mist. 

Predator#6 finally grabs the spear. He hurls it just before 

it exhales. The spear penetrates the creature’s neck. Dark 

bluish blood gushes from the mortal wound.  

The other two behemoths unleash an unrelenting offensive on 

Predator#5 and Predator#7. Unable to counterattack, the two 

limit themselves to deflecting blows, evading lethal mist, 

and avoiding killer darts.  

Suddenly the dying cry of the monster resonates throughout 

the cavern. The ice creatures’ attention temporarily shifts 

from the warriors towards the sound’s direction. 

The noise fades into silence. The behemoths spin around to 

finish off their foes, only to discover their sudden 

disappearance. While looking for their adversaries, the 

creatures lope towards icy stalagmites. Frustrated, they 

begin to charge through the frozen formations. They easily 

demolish everything in their way with their tusks. 

Observing behind a large stalagmite, Predator#7 sees an ice 

creature rapidly approaching his position. He prepares his 

last stand, when the beast abruptly stops. Only the 

stalagmite separates the two from an imminent battle. A 

short, shrill cry beckons for the ice creature. 

The two behemoths regroup. Unable to find the Predators, 

the monsters leap upward. Their bodies smash the 

stalactites as they reach the ceiling. Their claws cling 

onto the surface, preventing them from falling to the 

ground. With a bird’s view, the behemoths easily pinpoint 

Predator#7, who tries to remain concealed. 

While the enormous brutes slowly stalk their quarry, they 

hear a faint noise behind them. One of them turns around; 

it proceeds to where the noise originated. It reaches the 

place and looks behind a stalactite. Swinging upside down 

from the ceiling, Predator#5 slams his wrist blades into 

its face.  

A deafening crash reverberates as the limp body falls to 

the floor. The last ice creature drops down and moves 

quickly to the dead behemoth. Gently poking the dead body 
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with its long snout, the brute receives no response from 

its partner. It screeches when it sees Predator#7 and 

Predator#6.  

Both Predators surround the monster. As it prepares to 

attack Predator#6, Predator#5 descends from ceiling. He 

lands on the brute’s back. Hurriedly, he rams his spear in 

the middle of the brute’s cranium. In an instant, it dies. 

Predator#5 removes a long, curved dagger. With it, he hacks 

at the neck. 

EXT. DESERT – NIGHT 

Hostilus, Hybrid, and Predator#1 walk in a single column on 

an endless sea of sand. While the group searches for 

opponents worth battling, Hybrid stops.  

HOSTILUS 

We have not reached the hunting grounds 

yet. We will proceed as I see fit. 

HYBRID 

The hunting grounds are here. It is an 

imperative we should exercise caution. 

HOSTILUS 

(Seething) 

Your impertinence will not be 

tolerated. 

Extending his wrist blades, Hostilus takes a fighting 

stance. 

HOSTILUS 

Nor will I let you undermine my 

authority. 

Mimicking Hostilus’s exact actions, Hybrid readies for 

battle. After sizing up and circling each other like 

wolves, the dual rush at each other with full force. The 

clashing of their weapons ring out while they parry each 

other’s attack. The melee intensifies.  Hybrid begins to 

falter; he struggles to hold his ground.  

Hostilus forces Hybrid back, making him lose his balance. 

Pressing his advantage, Hostilus delivers a killer blow. 

Unable to block the swift, incoming assault, Hybrid leaps 

away just in time. 

HOSTILUS 

You have been taught well, inbreed. 
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Still, you are no match for a 

pureblooded warrior. 

Before giving a reply, Hybrid vanishes as the sandy ground 

beneath him immediately gives away. An eerie silence 

prevails in the barren landscape. Aware of their 

predicament, the two Predators are fully alert. Although 

armed with wrist blades, they ready their spears as extra 

precaution. 

PREDATOR#1 

He was right. 

HOSTILUS 

What matters now is the successful 

completion… 

The trembling ground interrupts Hostilus. The trembling 

rapidly deteriorates into violent convulsions that resonate 

throughout the desolate plains. A sudden, enormous eruption 

of sand like an active volcano transpires as a gargantuan 

creature emerges from underground.  

The hideous being stands seventy feet tall. Large, thick 

bony plates protect the head. Four thick bony fins, seven 

feet long, protrude from the plates in various directions. 

The body is streamline, eighteen feet in diameter at its 

thickest. Millions of rear-pointing, retractable spikes 

cover the body. Five feet slits, tightly sealed, run down 

on both sides of its ugly head. The creature opens them. 

In the slits, big, multiple, black eyes move about. Hundred 

of thousands of ghastly, nine-feet-long, thick tentacles 

spawn out of the monster’s back and sides. At the end of 

each tentacle is a horrid, eyeless beak-like head, shaped 

like an oversized football. 

EXT. MONSTER’S HEAD – DAY 

An unseen wedge prevents the monster, who tries with all 

its strength, from closing its mouth. Infuriated, the 

creature shakes its head in all direction with ferocity. 

INT. MOUTH’S MOUTH 

Like a compressor, the closing mouth forces the ooze-

covered Hybrid in a crouching position. A vicious shoving 

match ensues as the Hybrid pushes back against the 

horizontal flesh wall. Although scarcely moving the 

creature’s mouth by an inch upward, Hybrid begins to waver. 

Hybrid falls to his knees as the creature’s orifice exerts 
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more pressure on the warrior. 

After a fruitless attempt to stand back up, Hybrid buckles 

into a crawling stance under further prolonged stress of 

the closing jaws. Now on his knees and hands, Hybrid feels 

the final, compressing pressure against his body. Deftly, 

he reaches for his condensed spear. Holding it vertically, 

the spear extends nine feet. 

The full thrust of the spear’s sharp ends pierces the 

ceiling and the floor of the creature’s mouth 

simultaneously. A deafening shriek emerges from the 

creature as purple bluish blood squirts everywhere. The 

embedded spear compels the creature to open its mouth wide. 

Seeing his chance to escape, the weaken warrior rushes 

toward the opening. 

Preparing to jump, he notices for the first time the 

perilous fall before him. It forces him to think of another 

way to escape. While the creature’s jaws stretch wider, the 

spear begins to dislodge from its place. With no time to 

waste, Hybrid climbs out of the creature’s mouth. He barely 

makes it outside when the spear finally falls to the floor. 

At once, the creature rapidly snaps its mouth shut. 

EXT. DESERT – DAY 

The Predators watch Hybrid emerge from certain death. 

PREDATOR#1 

He deserves our respect and our help. 

HOSTILUS 

He deserves nothing. 

Predator#1 prepares for battle but Hostilus prevents him 

from attacking the creature. 

HOSTILUS 

He is not one of us. 

PREDATOR#1 

He was raised among us that makes him… 

HOSTILUS 

(Interrupting) 

A blotch on our clan. Let him beg for 

mercy. Maybe I might take pity on him. 

PREDATOR#1 

Had he not aided me during the 
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initiation I would not be alive. It is 

an obligation that I assist him. 

HOSTILUS 

I will not allow it. Continue with your 

persistence and I will kill you. 

Predator#1’s fear of Hostilus thwarts him from further 

argument. Turning away, he hides his disgust for Hostilus. 

EXT. MONSTER’S HEAD – DAY 

Hybrid reaches the top of the creature’s head. Gathering 

all his strength, he rams his wrist blades into the 

monster’s cranium. It hardly causes a minor flesh wound. He 

continuously punches his weapon into the same wound. 

However, the blows cause little harm to the behemoth.  

Suddenly, Hybrid bellows in pain as a tentacle bites down 

hard on his left arm. With a swift scything motion of his 

right wrist blades, he slices off the tentacle. Its end 

stills latches on his arm. He turns around. Another 

tentacle lunges for his face. Although he moves just in 

time, it brushes against his face, leaving a bloody 

diagonal gash. 

Now, five appendages attack the warrior. At the same time, 

the enormous creature tries to shake off Hybrid. 

Maintaining his balance, he dodges and hacks the assailing 

tentacles. All at once, the numbers increase as countless 

tentacles surge toward the exhausted Hybrid. He seizes a 

long, headless tentacle. 

Using it like rope, Hybrid jumps off the creature’s head. 

Like heat seeking missiles, the tentacles chase after him. 

He dangles near the eyes of the creature. As the tentacles 

close in on their target, Hybrid shoves his fist into one 

of the monster’s eyes. A waterfall of blood gushes out. The 

beast produces a loud piercing shriek while it reels in 

pain. In its agony, the monster dives to the ground at a 

rapid pace. Hybrid struggles to keep his grip on the 

headless tentacle.         

EXT. DESERT – DAY 

The creature reaches the ground. It slithers at a break-

neck velocity. Not able to hold on, Hybrid slams into 

ground. He tumbles in a cloud of sand. The monster, in its 

rage, accelerates towards Hostilus and Predator#1. The 

tentacles lash out while they both dash away. A few ensnare 
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Hostilus. With ease, he cuts through them. The creature 

continues its rampage. Finally, it burrows deep underground 

from where it came. 

Hostilus removes his helmet. He throws it to Predator#1 to 

hold. As Hostilus stoops to pick the chopped tentacle from 

the ground, a foot stomps on it. He looks up only to see 

Hybrid. Hostilus stands up. He never breaks eye contact 

with Hybrid, who also has his headgear removed. Now face to 

face, the two opponents stare hard at one another. 

Despite his wounds, Hybrid shows no sign of weakness. In 

his right hand, he carries his helmet. In his left hand, he 

holds a wire with numerous, severed tentacles tied to it. 

Raising it to the level of his head, he lets out an 

earsplitting roar in the face of his adversary.  

Hostilus unsheathes his razor sharp spurs. As he readies to 

battle Hybrid, the Predator spacecraft materializes above 

them. Its sudden appearance causes Hostilus to back down. 

HOSTILUS 

We will settle this one way or another 

soon. 

HYBRID 

I will be waiting. 

INT. PREDATOR SPACECRAFT 

While Predator#6 tends his injuries, Predator#3 and 

Predator#5 scrutinize their trophies, proud of their 

accomplishment. Two other Predators watch them with envy. 

All the Predators notice the abrupt entrance of Predator#1 

carrying two helmets. The crowd mocks him by laughing at 

him.  

Shoving the ridiculed Predator aside, Hostilus walks 

through. He takes his place among the group. He begins to 

polish his small collection of trophies. As Hybrid enters, 

the Predators stare in amazement at him. His battle wounds 

and his trophies earn most of their respect. One by one, 

the warriors stand in honor to Hybrid except for Hostilus 

and the demoralized Predator#1. Hostilus seethes with 

jealousy at such admiration given to Hybrid. 

HOSTILUS 

Since when was there honor in thievery? 

The allegation shocks the hunters, who look at Hybrid. 
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HYBRID 

(Calmly) 

Falsely accusing a warrior brings no 

honor to the accuser. 

Although the remark enrages Hostilus, he contains his 

anger. 

INT. COUNCIL CHAMBER – DAY 

The same three elders take their place just like thirty-

three years ago. Colored Eyes stands before them again. 

ONE EYE 

What reports do you bring about the 

hunt? 

COLORED EYES 

Though my brother survived the hunt, 

its success is in dispute. 

TEAR 

Why is that? 

COLORED EYES 

A member from his group claims he stole 

his trophies. 

MASK 

Bring them to us. 

COLORED EYES 

Come forth! 

Hybrid, Hostilus, and Predator#1 enter the chamber. Upon 

seeing Hybrid’s scars, the elders murmur among themselves 

for a moment. 

ONE EYE 

Accuser, explain yourself. 

HOSTILUS 

While we were battling, he used us as a 

diversion. He saw an opportunity and 

easily made off with our prizes. 

ONE EYE 

If what you say is true, explain how he 

obtained such wounds. 

HOSTILUS 

There is no doubt he fought but only to 
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escape once I arrived to aid him. 

ONE EYE 

(Addressing Predator#1) 

Is this true? 

PREDATOR#1 

It is. 

Predator#1’s statement surprises Hybrid, who stare hard at 

him. 

TEAR 

How do you respond to these serious 

allegations? 

HYBRID 

They are nothing but vile liars, 

resentful because of my 

accomplishments. 

MASK 

Regardless, their words weigh heavily 

against yours. 

HYBRID 

Would the council allow me to prove my 

accuser wrong? 

The elders look at each other as if reading each others' 

thought. 

ONE EYE 

You are in no position to plead with 

us. Nevertheless, by a duel, the matter 

will be settled now. 

TEAR 

Prepare yourselves! 

The two feuding warriors, with extended wrist blades, step 

forward. Like gladiators, they salute the council members.  

They face each other. Hybrid salutes his opponent. His 

adversary does not. Instead, he emits a low growl. After a 

short tense instant, staring at each other, the combatants 

fight. 

The presences of the elders cause the dual to fight with 

violent vigor than before. The sound of weapons colliding 

echoes throughout the council chamber. Their quick 

movements are a blur as both combatants block each others’ 
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blows. Seeing an opening, Hybrid punches his foe in the 

face. The surprised Hostilus staggers a few steps back. 

Enraged, he redoubles his assault with sheer ferocity. 

For a while, both fighters seen evenly matched, until 

Hybrid begins to lose strength. He struggles to keep up 

with his opponent. He fails to parry an attack; the wrist 

blades of Hostilus spike deeply into his right shoulder. As 

Hybrid grimances in pain, Hostilus backhand slaps him 

across the face. Pulling out his wrist blades, Hostilus 

kicks Hybrid in the chest, which sends him spirling 

backward. 

Although exhausted, Hybrid, breathing heavily, manages to 

stand up. Hostilus charges forward, weapon posed to strike. 

He launches a final, deadly blow to Hybrid’s head. Hybrid 

steps aside barely in time. As Hostilus lunges at empty 

air, he exposes his back.  

Mustering all his power, Hybrid shoves his wrist blades 

into his rival’s back. Hostilus doubles up in pain. Blood 

trickles from the holes in his armor. More exits from his 

mouth as he coughs violently. A voice comes from the 

shadows. 

ANCIENT (V.O) 

I can say with certainty you spoke the 

truth. 

Ancient emerges from the shadows. He looks in contempt at 

the disgraced Predator. 

ANCIENT 

Strike him down! A deceitful being 

cannot dwell among us. 

 HYBRID 

As much as I like to, Wise One, I will 

let the council decide his fate if you 

allow it. 

ANCIENT 

I shall. It is the better option. 

Ancient looks at the council member. He nods in approval. 

ONE EYE 

Since your conduct is not befitting of 

a warrior, you will spend your pathetic 

existence as an untouchable, despised 

and humiliated. 
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A vicious spasm of coughing seizes Hostilus as he listens 

to the ruling. 

TEAR 

(Addressing Predator#1) 

Because you have sided with him, you 

will also share the same fate as him. 

Shocked, Predator#1 falls to his knees. 

MASK 

You should have pondered the 

consequences of your actions before you 

acted upon them. Both of you leave our 

sight at once! 

Predator#1 picks himself up and leaves immediately. The 

Broken Hostilus, clutching his wounds, staggers toward the 

exit. 

ONE EYE 

Your fighting skills as well as the 

acquisition of your trophies are to be 

commended. They indicate you have 

passed a certain phase of a warrior’s 

life. 

MASK 

Because of that, there is an issue we 

must discuss, namely your origins. 

HYBRID 

My brother has narrated everything 

about my past. 

TEAR 

Then you know your parents were of a 

different species, killed by your blood 

brother? 

HYBRID 

I am aware of that fact. 

ONE EYE 

The council has decided to give you and 

your brother an opportunity. 

MASK 

Depending on who will take advantage of 

it, it could be an opportunity for 

retribution for you or redemption for 
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your brother. 

HYBRID 

Redemption? 

TEAR 

You are a constant reminder of his 

mistake. By killing you, he will 

eliminate that blunder. 

HYBRID 

I bear no animosity toward my brother. 

ONE EYE 

Do you not have a desire for vengeance? 

HYBRID 

No. My desire lies in hunting prey 

worthy of a challenge. I am indebt to 

my brother, my mentor. If he wishes to 

kill me, I will only fight in self-

defense. 

MASK 

You have heard his decision. What is 

yours? 

COLORED EYES 

Had he chose to fight for the sake of 

retribution, I would have fought for 

redemption. There is no honor in 

killing a passive warrior. 

TEAR 

Then your right for redemption is 

forfeited as well as his right for 

retribution. 

ONE EYE 

(Speaking to Hybrid) 

In regards to your hunting expedition, 

they have earned you a privilege given 

to those who are deemed worthy. 

MASK 

This type of quarry is different from 

everything you hunted in one aspect. It 

has the ability to think, making it a 

most dangerous game. 
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HYBRID 

What matter of prey is this? 

MASK 

Humans. Does that surprise you? 

HYBRID 

No. 

ONE EYE 

Are you willing to hunt the species 

from which you originated? 

HYBRID 

In order to gain glory for the clan, 

increased acceptance, honor and status 

among my clan members, yes I am. 

MASK 

But you will not.  

TEAR 

The council has decided to revoke this 

privilege. 

HYBRID 

The decision is based on what, your 

lordships? 

TEAR 

Questionable loyalty. 

HYBRID 

I hereby swear my everlasting 

allegiance now and forever to the clan. 

ONE EYE 

Oaths can be broken; Loyalty can turn 

into betrayal on a single whim. 

HYBRID 

The council must reconsider… 

ONE EYE 

Silence! Do you dare to dictate what we 

should do? 

HYBRID 

I do not. 

ANCIENT 

There is nothing more to discuss. It 
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would be wise if you leave now. 

HYBRID 

What you and the council ordain, I will 

obey. 

After he bows his head, Hybrid walks out from the chamber. 

EXT. MOUNTAIN TOP – DAY 

Under the radiating twin suns, the two disgraced warriors 

meet on the barren, rugged landscape.  

PREDATOR#1 

Your petty ignorance has reduced us 

into nothing but outcasts. 

HOSTILUS 

Do you think your squabbling will 

change anything. 

PREDATOR#1 

No, but it will serve as a constant 

reminder of your stupidity and failure. 

HOSTILUS 

My patience with your insolence has 

reached its limit. 

PREDATOR#1 

And mine with your existence. 

With all his strength, Predator#1 lunges at Hostilus. His 

wrist blades unsheathe in mid air. Avoiding the foray, 

Hostilus counterattacks with an uppercut. The blow causes 

Predator#1 to fall on his back. Hostilus commences to 

attack the disable opponent with vicious strikes. Lifting 

his foe, Hostilue hurls him into the abyss below. 

INT. COUNCIL CHAMBER – NIGHT 

Long dreadlocks swing back and forth as the engrossed Tear 

trains. Suddenly, a spear sails directly at him. 

Effortless, he deflects the weapon. Turning around to face 

his assailant, his anger turns into sudden shock. He sees 

three red dots, in triangular formation, targeting his 

chest. Before he tries to evade the imminent attack, a 

plasma pulse slams into his face. Tear’s head explodes into 

a messy mixture of green blood and flesh. 
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INT. HYBRID’S LIVING QUARTER – DAY 

In an empty spacious cave-like interior, Hybrid examines 

the amassed trophies on the shelves recessed into the wall. 

While he observes his prizes, the room darkens. He looks 

toward the entrance.  

HYBRID’S P.O.V 

Standing in the entrance, a figure blocks the light. In 

both hands, it carries two objects. 

BACK TO SCENE 

Immediately, Hybrid strikes a battle stance ready to 

attack. 

HOSTILUS 

I come in good faith. What I bring is 

ample proof of my good will. 

Upon recognizing the voice, Hybrid relaxes his stance but 

remains vigilant. 

HYBRID 

Why would a miserable miscreant like 

you bring offerings at my abode? 

HOSTILUS  

To acknowledge your superiority and to 

offer my submission. 

Hostilus kneels before Hybrid and offers a peculiar, large 

skull. Scornfully, Hybrid brushes it aside knocking it out 

of the Hostilus’s hand. 

HYBRID 

Do you mock with your petty gift? 

HOSTILUS 

Perhaps this could be accepted as a 

token of reconciliation. 

Hostilus lifts a covered object from the ground. He 

unravels it revealing a unique harpoon-like weapon with a 

lengthy, abnormal, honed head. Alien designs and symbols 

are imprinted all over the weapon. Hybrid snatches the 

weapon with his right hand. He admiringly looks at it. 

HYBRID 

Only a fool would depart from such a 

fine instrument.  
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HOSTILUS 

It is more befitting for a warrior of 

your caliber.  

HYBRID 

Because of you, I was forced to endure 

torment and mockery for a long time. Do 

you expect this offering can undo your 

actions? 

Hostilus rises.  

HOSTILUS 

It cannot, but let it signify a new 

beginning between us. 

HYBRID 

(Incensed) 

It is accepted; however let it serve 

the end of you. 

With his left hand, Hybrid seizes Hostilus by his throat. 

Suddenly, Hybrid brings down the ‘offering’ on his rival’s 

head. The abrupt movement astonishes Hostilus. Reacting too 

late, he blocks the impending assault with his forearm. 

Hostilus hollers in pain as the weapon pierces through his 

forearm.  

The weapon’s tip is an inch away from his face. The injured 

Predator breaks away from his attacker’s grasp. He removes 

the weapon from his arm as he steps back. He throws it on 

the ground. 

HOSTILUS 

You declined to kill me in the presence 

of the elders. Why now? 

HYBRID 

(Coolly) 

Seeing you broken than dead was far 

more gratifying at the time. Since 

there is nothing for an outcast except 

servitude and despair, death is a 

better fate. 

Hybrid moves towards Hostilus. 

HOSTILUS 

I understand your hatred, though 

misplaced. 
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HYBRID 

You understand nothing. 

HOSTILUS 

To the contrary of what you may 

contemplate, my actions had no 

influence on the Elders’ decision. 

HYBRID 

You wretched imbecile, your actions are 

trivial to sway the council’s judgment. 

The elders do not trust me, regardless 

of what feat I perform or words I 

utter.  

He stares hard at Hostilus. 

HYBRID 

There is nothing for me to do except to 

act on my rage even if it destroys me. 

HOSTILUS 

Before you kill me, permit this lowly 

outcast to divulge information that 

will prove to be insightful. 

HYBRID 

No information is that important in 

delaying your demise, nevertheless I 

will grant your final request. 

HOSTILUS 

The elders’ decision was based on their 

general fear that you will surpass them 

in wisdom, strength and honor. 

HYBRID 

(Shocked) 

What preposterous utterance! I have 

delayed your end long enough. 

HOSTILUS 

Allow me to finish what I must say then 

do as you wish for I am willing to 

accept death at your hands. 

Hybrid regains his composure. 

HOSTILUS 

Preventing you to descend on earth 

because of treachery is a lie we are 
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both aware of. Am I correct?  

HYBRID 

No. There must be wisdom in the choice 

they undertook even if I cannot 

comprehend it. 

HOSTILUS 

Unlike you, I can. 

HYBRID 

Perhaps you can enlighten me. 

HOSTILUS 

On separate occasions, two, lone, elite 

warriors stalked several quarries in 

different locations on earth. 

Eventually, their intended prey, which 

proved to be extraordinary, defeated 

them. Mortally wounded, one chose death 

over shame. The other was vanquished in 

hand-to-hand combat. 

HYBRID 

I perceive no connection with your tale 

to my situation. 

HOSTILUS 

But there is. The elders know too well 

you can accomplish what the elites 

could not. 

HYBRID 

Which is? 

HOSTILUS 

Surviving a prolonged hunt with a 

hostile populace and returning with 

distinguish trophies. 

HYBRID 

Even if I achieve what you speak of, it 

will still be inadequate. 

HOSTILUS 

You continue to be heedless. By 

performing these feats, not only will 

you increase your status among the clan 

but also prove your loyalty. 
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HYBRID 

Aspirations worth pursing but I cannot 

disobey the elders. 

HOSTILUS 

When will you come to your senses? The 

elders may tolerate your existence 

among us. However, they will do what is 

necessary to restrict your potential. 

Curtail your progress. 

HYBRID 

Why? 

HOSTILUS 

Because they will not allow someone as 

different as you to outperform them. 

Hybrid ponders this revelation for a second. 

HYBRID 

Although I am inclined to agree, your 

support to my cause amazes me. 

HOSTILUS 

It should not. Being humbled by you 

before the elders, I realized you 

deserve my respect. To rectify my 

unwise actions, I vowed to aid you in 

any possible way. 

HYBRID 

Your pledge is of no use to me. 

HOSTILUS 

Grant me an opportunity to assist you.  

HYBRID 

What meager help can you render? 

HOSTILUS 

My personal spacecraft. Depart for 

earth. Hunt and return with distinctive 

trophies. Claim your rightful place 

among the clan. 

HYBRID 

Do you take me for a fool? Violation of 

a council’s direct command amounts to 

betrayal. Upon my arrival, the elders 

will have me executed. 
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HOSTILUS 

Not unless you challenge one of them to 

open combat. By the time you satisfy 

your desire to hunt on earth, you will 

have gained the strength and skill to 

defeat any elder.  

HYBRID 

Your animosity towards the elders is 

evident. Am I to battle them on your 

behalf? 

HOSTILUS 

Not mine but the clan’s. The elders are 

corrupt by their uncurbed power. Your 

dilemma is a fine example of how they 

act with impunity. If nobody halts 

their corruption, it will annihilate 

the clan. 

HYBRID 

Since your concern is paramount, take 

the initiative to stop their corruption 

now. 

HOSTILUS 

I cannot. My defeat at your hands 

demonstrated I am too weak to compete 

with any council member. 

Hostilus drops to his knees. He raises his chin high in the 

air.  

HOSTILUS 

Death by you is most honorable. 

HYBRID 

Your noble traits outweigh your heinous 

doings. I accept your submission. 

Hybrid walks past Hostilus. As he leaves, he picks up the 

weapon from the ground. 

INT. CORRIDOR – NIGHT 

Ancient heads for the chamber, followed closely by the two 

elders. He clutches the dreadlocks of a decapitated 

predator’s head. 

ANCIENT 

No matter how long the pursuit is, 
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justice shall be dispensed. 

MASK 

The mere presences of these traitorous 

scums are a source of disgrace for the 

clan. 

ONE EYE 

That is why we must purge every galaxy 

of their existences. 

ANCIENT 

Indeed. Those who transgress the 

boundaries set by our codes and place 

their ambitions above everything else 

will suffer the same fate as this 

transgressor. 

Ancient stops. With a mighty swing, he bashes the amputated 

head against the wall. It bursts into fragments of skull, 

flesh, and brain. The group continues to walk, stepping on 

cranium pieces. The sickening crunch of it echoes briefly 

throughout the hallways. 

ANCIENT 

Are the designated ones ready for their 

departure for earth? 

ONE EYE 

Yes. They wait only for our 

authorization. 

MASK 

What of the adopted one? Shall we 

uphold our judgment concerning him? 

ANCIENT 

The decree was an assessment of how 

well he could temper his ambitions, 

exercise patience, and abide by the 

sublime laws of our race. 

ONE EYE 

If he were to pass this test, shall we 

allow him to leave for earth? 

ANCIENT 

We have no recourse but to do so. He 

has more than earned that right. 
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ONE EYE 

What waits for him if he fails? 

ANCIENT 

Causes of failure come in many forms. 

We will have to see which of those he 

commits if he does. 

MASK 

On what basis do we determine whether 

he failed or succeeded? 

ANCIENT 

Answers will be forthcoming. 

Ancient pushes the chamber doors open. Suddenly, the trio’s 

facial expressions twist into astonishment as they stare 

at… 

ELDERS’S P.O.V 

The headless corpse of Tear, completely stripped of its 

skin, hangs from the ankles. Skin, organs, and a large, dry 

puddle of green blood lie underneath the dead elder. 

INT. COUNCIL CHAMBER – CONTINUOUS 

Cold rage replaces their shock as they approach their dead 

brother. Two elders hold the cadaver while Ancient cuts it 

loose. They carefully set the body on the floor. 

ANCIENT 

An elder slain among our kind was 

unthinkable let alone skinned like 

worthless prey. 

ONE EYE 

Who would dare commit such heinous 

offenses? 

ANCIENT 

I intend to find out. 

MASK 

Could it be the human spawned? 

ANCIENT 

Do not be quick in your judgment. 

ONE EYE 

Shall we summon him and his brother? 
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ANCIENT 

I will.  Attend to the dead. Prepare 

his final ritual.  

EXT. COUNCIL CHAMBER – NIGHT 

As a grim Ancient emerges from the building, Hostilus 

rushes towards him. Before the outcast can speak, Ancient 

delivers a backhand blow to his face. He falls to the 

ground.  

ANCIENT 

 You fool. Get out of the way! 

HOSTILUS 

 Listen to me. I come only to report… 

Ancient grabs Hostilus’s neck. He lifts him off his feet 

and begins to choke him in midair with one arm.  

ANCIENT 

Did you forget how to address your 

superiors? Perhaps killing you will 

remedy your lack of respect. 

HOSTILUS 

(Choking) 

The slaughter of my companion… theft of 

my spacecraft is by the one whom the 

clan took in. 

ANCIENT 

Your lies only serve to advance your 

annihilation. 

HOSTILUS 

By my honor, it is the truth. 

ANCIENT 

You are one without honor! Nevertheless 

the council shall investigate your 

claims. 

Ancient releases his grip on the pariah. Falling on his 

knees, Hostilus gasps for air. 

ANCIENT 

If you are proven wrong, I will 

personally see to your destruction. 
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INT. COUNCIL CHAMBER – DAY 

Standing between the two elders, Ancient leads a newly 

formed tribunal. Predator#3, Predator#5, and Colored Eyes 

assemble before the council members. Also present is 

Hostilus, who is kneeling before the elders. 

ANCIENT 

Have you anything to report? 

PREDATOR#3 

An untouchable lies dead in a chasm. 

ONE EYE 

Did you find the human spawned? 

PREDATOR#5 

There is no trace of him or the 

spacecraft. 

MASK 

Have you tried to locate it by means of 

the tracking device onboard the 

spacecraft? 

PREDATOR#5 

I have, but it seems he has disabled 

it. 

MASK 

(Speaking to Hostilus) 

Did you witness the killing of your 

comrade? 

HOSTILUS 

I did. He threw him into the pit. 

ONE EYE 

Why did you not apprehend him? 

HOSTILUS 

It was already too late. I opted to 

shadow his movements instead. I 

followed him to my quarters where he 

severely injured my arm in an ambush. 

He shows the wound on his arm. 

HOSTILUS 

At a disadvantage, I struggled to 

eliminate him to avenge my comrade’s 

death. But he defeated me, rendering me 
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unconscious. Once I came about, he was 

gone. 

ONE EYE 

(Suscipious) 

He killed your compatriot yet he spared 

you? 

HOSTILUS 

To live a prolonged life of 

humiliation, without honor, hated, and 

despised according to him. 

MASK 

Has he mentioned the death of an elder? 

HOSTILUS 

No. 

ONE EYE 

Do you have any knowledge of the 

matter? 

HOSTILUS 

I do not. 

The council members talk among themselves. 

MASK 

There is no doubt; his escape 

implicates him of both murders. 

ONE EYE 

He dispatched the other outcast as 

retribution for siding against him. But 

why slay an elder? 

MASK 

To prove he is ready to annihilate us. 

An outright challenge to our authority. 

ANCIENT 

Whether he killed him or not remains 

unknown. What we do know is he failed 

the test because of his disobedience. 

This constitutes the ultimate betrayal, 

which he must answer for. 

MASK 

Betrayal? Are we to neglect the demise 

of an elder? 
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ONE EYE 

No offense can be compared to the 

slaying of the elder, but the council 

cannot belittle his treachery. 

ANCIENT 

Precisely. Once we bring him before us, 

the mystery shrouding the elder’s death 

should disperse. 

MASK 

As you see fit, Wise One. 

ANCIENT 

(To Everyone) 

For his blatant defiance for our 

decree, the human spawned is hereby 

convicted of treason. Since his 

punishment for this offense cannot be 

delayed, his immediate capture is an 

imperative. 

ONE EYE 

Those who will be on earth are to seek 

him out, while the council will search 

the galaxies. Whoever brings the 

renegade alive before us shall have 

honors bestowed upon him. 

COLORED EYES 

I seek to sever the bond between my 

brother and me. To be associated with a 

disloyal ingrate is an affront I must 

eradicate. Allow me to take part in the 

hunt and punish him.  

ANCIENT 

You may accompany us to dispense your 

punishment. However, you will not kill 

him. 

COLORED EYES 

What you command, I will obey. 

The Predators in a somber mood exit the chamber one by one 

except for Hostilus who remains kneeling before the 

council. 

ONE EYE 

Is it not enough we listened to your 
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plight? What more do you want? 

HOSTILUS 

Partake in the hunt for honor to 

reclaim, favor to regain and vengeance 

to deliver.  

MASK 

Do you think you can request such 

things? You forget your place, outcast. 

HOSTILUS 

Then I ask for respite from my current 

status. 

ONE EYE 

There is no respite for the likes of 

you. 

MASK 

Consider yourself fortunate you are 

among the living. Continue your foolish 

pleadings and that will cease to be. 

ANCIENT 

Respite is yours for now. 

Although Ancient’s decision temporarily surprises the 

elders, they do not object. Ancient notices their brief 

amazement. 

ANCIENT 

I am not adverse to the council’s 

stance toward this degenerate, for he 

deserves worse than being an outcast. 

Nonetheless, he might prove to be 

useful. 

ONE EYE 

It is not for us to seek justification 

for your choice. Beyond doubt, your 

insight has led you to it. 

ANCIENT 

It has. Since he is still considered 

unworthy, he cannot participate in the 

hunt or join the council in theirs. 

Instead, he is to join those who are 

earth bound to serve as a sacrificial 

prey.  
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HOSTILUS 

I am at your disposal.  

ANCIENT 

If the traitor is there, your presence 

could lure him into stalking you, 

making his capture quicker. Failure to 

seize him when the occasion arises will 

only heap further scorn and dishonor 

upon you. 

HOSTILUS 

Failure is not in my creed. 

FADE OUT: 

FADE IN: 

EXT. ALLEY – NIGHT 

Breaking the eerie silence, sirens wail from a short 

distance. The noise alarms Hybrid, who puts on his helmet 

and reconnects the tubes to it. He lifts each corpse by the 

ankle. As his cloak activates, Hybrid disappears with the 

dead men.  

After a few minutes, three police vehicles followed by an 

inconspicuous sedan come to screeching halt. An ambulance 

arrives on the scene. Officers emerge from their cars. Some 

cordon the area; others search for any culprits.  

A thick bearded man, wearing a wrinkled, light brown suit, 

exits from the sedan. The physically fit, medium-height, 

disheveled DETECTIVE VINCE GIDEON, 36, walks where the 

paramedics administer first aid to the horrified victim. 

DETECTIVE GIDEON 

Will she be able to answer a few 

questions? 

A paramedic wipes the blood off the woman’s face as the 

others help her into the ambulance. 

PARAMEDIC#1 

No, she’s in too much shock. 

DETECTIVE GIDEON 

Where is she being taken? 

PARAMEDIC#1 

(Closing the back doors) 

Saint John’s Hospital. 



 46 

 

While Gideon watches the ambulance speed away, a police 

officer passes by him. 

DETECTIVE GIDEON 

Anything worth reporting? 

POLICE OFFICER 

(Walks by) 

Nothing yet. 

With his bloodshot eyes, Gideon spies a faint trail of 

blood. He follows the long track until he rounds a corner. 

EXT. STREET CORNER – NIGHT 

He sucks in a deep breath when he sees… 

GIDEON’S P.O.V 

Under the flickering lamppost, two skinned and gutted 

corpses dangle upside down from their ankles. Their 

entrails litter the sidewalk.  

BACK TO SCENE 

An astounded Gideon swiftly pulls out his Berretta. Looking 

around, he hurries towards the corpses. He takes a closer 

look at the peeled faces of the dead. They leer in death at 

him.  

DETECTIVE GIDEON 

What human could do such a thing? 

VOICE 

Humans do have a huge capacity for 

brutality.  

The detective whirls around only to see a human silhouette 

in the shadows. He levels the gun in the direction of the 

voice. 

DETECTIVE GIDEON 

(Tense) 

Don’t move! Hands in the air, now! 

VOICE 

I think you got your serial rapists, 

but who got them? 

DETECTIVE GIDEON 

 Do I know you? 

The voice belongs to FBI AGENT VANESSA WILKINS, who emerges 
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from the darkness. The serious, attractive 34-year-old 

woman wears a navy windbreaker and khaki pants. Her thick, 

brown hair tied in a ponytail. Gideon holsters his weapon. 

AGENT WILKINS 

Federal Agent Vanessa Wilkins. 

DETECTIVE GIDEON 

(Angry but relieved) 

Detective Gide… 

AGENT WILKINS 

Detective Vince Gideon. Responsible for 

busting drug smuggling rings, arresting 

mafia leaders and apprehending 

psychopathic murders. 

With her piercing green eyes, she studies him for an 

instant. 

AGENT WILKINS 

You’re known in Bureau as Mr. Clean. I 

can’t say the same for your appearance. 

DETECTIVE GIDEON 

Spare me the pleasantries. Why is the 

FBI sticking their dirty snouts in a 

case which doesn’t concern them? 

AGENT WILKINS 

An assault on a federal employee is a 

federal offense. I am here to 

investigate. 

DETECTIVE GIDEON 

What makes the victim a governmental 

official? 

AGENT WILKINS 

Samantha Diaz works as a forensic lab 

assistant for the government in 

Washington. 

DETECTIVE GIDEON 

What was she doing here at 2:00 A.M? 

AGENT WILKINS 

An initial report indicates she was 

visiting a friend. She left at 12:38 

A.M and lost her way to the hotel. 

Forgetting her cell phone at a friend’s 
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house and nobody to ask for direction, 

she wandered aimlessly. Three male 

suspects accosted her when she stopped 

at a traffic light. One made off with 

her car. The others chased her here.     

DETECTIVE GIDEON 

Is the third suspect at large? 

AGENT WILKINS 

No, he crashed the car, killing himself 

in the process. Our forensic team 

already has the body but we need these 

two to proceed further in our 

investigation. 

DETECTIVE GIDEON 

This is my crime scene! Nothing leaves 

here without my consent. 

AGENT WILKINS 

Why invest your time and energy on this 

investigation while other significant 

cases require it?  

DETECTIVE GIDEON 

Once I’m assigned to a case, I always 

see it through. 

AGENT WILKINS 

I’m sure you work hard; nothing to go 

on but your dedication to do your job. 

Then you get this lead. If we can work 

together, things could go smoother and 

easier. 

DETECTIVE GIDEON 

I’m in charge here. If I need your 

help, I’ll ask for it. 

AGENT WILKINS 

You got it all wrong. I’m in charge. 

Since you rejected my cooperation, 

interference from you or your 

department will amount to obstruction 

of justice. 

DETECTIVE GIDEON 

(Irritated) 

Bullshit! You have no authority over 
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me. 

AGENT WILKINS 

Try meddling in my business, and I will 

reduce you to a traffic cop in less 

than a heartbeat. 

With his fists clenched, the angry detective walks away. 

AGENT WILKINS 

(Calling after him) 

Make sure you take all your men with 

you. 

DETECTIVE GIDEON 

(Under his breath) 

Bitch. 

INT. PORTLAND POLICE DEPARTMENT – SQUAD ROOM – AFTERNOON 

Plainclothes cops, at their desks, shift through huge 

stacks of paperwork. A few try to answer the several 

ringing telephones. Some drink coffee while others 

socialize with uniformed members of the department. Wearing 

a dark suit, a clean shaved Gideon enters. He strides to 

his office. A couple of his colleagues stare at him. 

COP#1 

(Mockingly) 

After so many years, you finally decide 

to shave the rug you called a beard. 

DETECTIVE GIDEON 

Screw you. 

INT. GIDEON’S OFFICE – CONTINUOUS 

As Gideon opens the office door, he sees someone, obscured 

by the large computer monitor, sitting in his swivel chair.  

A pair of black army boots, which are an extension of the 

individual, is propped on the desk. 

DETECTIVE GIDEON 

Get your filthy boots off my desk 

before I shoot you in the kneecaps. 

Wilkins peeks from behind the monitor. 

AGENT WILKINS 

Is that how you talk to a lady? 
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DETECTIVE GIDEON 

(Surprised) 

What are you doing here? 

AGENT WILKINS 

What good manners you have. 

DETECTIVE GIDEON 

You didn’t answer my question. 

AGENT WILKINS 

You were too agitated to think straight 

yesterday, so I came to see if you 

changed your mind. 

DETECTIVE GIDEON 

About what? 

AGENT WILKINS 

Collaborating with each other. 

 

Gideon pours coffee for two. 

DETECTIVE GIDEON 

Why? 

He offers the Styrofoam cup to Wilkins. She takes it from 

him. 

AGENT WILKINS 

For the past two years, you’ve been 

stepping over peoples’ heads in the 

Bureau working on cases that don’t 

involve you or your department. 

DETECTIVE GIDEON 

Cases in my city are my business and at 

least I solve them. 

AGENT WILKINS 

It doesn’t matter. What does is that 

you embarrass them by doing so. They 

already decided to punish you. 

DETECTIVE GIDEON 

Punish me? 

AGENT WILKINS 

They were going to remove you from the 

force and prevent you from joining any 

other law enforcement agency. 
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DETECTIVE GIDEON 

What’s holding them up? 

AGENT WILKINS 

Me. With the little influence I wield, 

I convinced them not to take any 

drastic measures on one condition. 

DETECTIVE GIDEON 

Which is? 

AGENT WILKINS 

To work with me whenever the FBI has 

work in Portland. 

DETECTIVE GIDEON 

You succeeded in tying my hands behind 

my back. A mentor’s dream come true.  

AGENT WILKINS 

They wouldn’t agree to any other 

suggestion. 

DETECTIVE GIDEON 

It’s in my philosophy not to trust the 

FBI. You expect me to believe you.  

AGENT WILKINS 

Yes. Don’t be adverse to our 

partnership. It will be like the good 

old days except I’ll be in charge. 

DETECTIVE GIDEON 

We worked together as team for seven 

years. I taught you everything. If you 

cared about the old days, you wouldn’t 

have left the force. 

AGENT WILKINS 

I left because you held me back. You 

knew I had potential, and you feared I 

would overshadow you. 

DETECTIVE GIDEON 

How did I hold you back, or are you 

going to tell me the real reason why 

you left? 

Avoiding his hard gaze, Wilkins looks at the wall. She sees 

a picture of herself and Gideon both smiling and receiving 

medals from the mayor. 
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AGENT WILKINS 

Why did you replace your wedding 

picture? 

DETECTIVE GIDEON 

It’s the only picture of my wife I have 

left. I keep it with me at all times 

instead of having it in a small frame 

on the wall. I lost everything when my 

house burnt down. 

AGENT WILKINS 

I’m sorry. 

DETECTIVE GIDEON 

You shouldn’t be. Materialistic things 

can be replaced; loved ones cannot. 

An awkward silence hangs heavily in office. The quiet 

ceases when Wilkins’ cell phone rings. Getting out of the 

seat, she steps out of the office to answer the call. 

EXT. FOREST – DAY 

Through the wooded landscape, an intoxicated pot-bellied 

forest ranger drives his green jeep fast and recklessly. 

Drinking the last sip from the beer can, he tosses it 

aside. It lands near the many, empty beer cans that fill 

the passenger’s seat.  

After traveling a few yards, the jeep smashes into 

something invisible between two trees. The sound of the 

violent crash thunders throughout the forest. The accident 

kills the ranger outright; his head hangs limply from the 

windshield. A few second passes when powerful, electrical 

discharges dance wildly between the trees. 

It encompasses an invisible object, which slowly 

materializes into an alien spacecraft. The sleek bullet-

like shaped extraterrestrial vehicle is twelve feet long 

and four feet high. The curved frontal section, being the 

widest, is eight feet. The wrecked jeep causes no dent or 

scratch on the space vehicle’s smooth, gray, metallic 

exterior.           

INT. GIDEON’S OFFICE – DAY 

Done talking on the cell phone, Wilkins enters the room. 

DETECTIVE GIDEON 

Your superiors, I assume. 
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AGENT WILKINS 

Yes. They are in a hurry to take action 

against you. 

DETECTIVE GIDEON 

What did you tell them? 

AGENT WILKINS 

That you agreed to their condition. 

They seem rather disappointed. 

DETECTIVE GIDEON 

(Sarcastically) 

I’m glad I could be of service… Now 

where do we go from here? 

AGENT WILKINS 

To work. 

DETECTIVE GIDEON 

Did you get anything from Samantha 

Diaz? 

AGENT WILKINS 

Only the words: human but alien. 

DETECTIVE GIDEON 

When will she come through? 

AGENT WILKINS 

Never. She’s been moved to a 

psychiatric ward. 

She sits at the computer and begins to type swiftly on the 

keyboard. 

DETECTIVE GIDEON 

What are you doing? 

AGENT WILKINS 

Searching the FBI information database. 

There is a good chance I can find a 

profile of someone whose specialty is 

skinning and hanging his victims. 

DETECTIVE GIDEON 

Don’t bother. I’ve already tried. The 

information is restricted. 

AGENT WILKINS 

Not for me. 
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She enters her username and password. Surprisingly, an 

“Access Denied” message appears on the screen. She tries 

again but it’s no use. 

AGENT WILKINS 

(Frustrated) 

Damn it! 

DETECTIVE GIDEON 

(Looking into various folders) 

Is something wrong? 

AGENT WILKINS 

I can’t log in. 

DETECTIVE GIDEON 

(Laughing) 

I thought nothing was restricted to 

you.  

AGENT WILKINS 

Through my own special means, yes. 

DETECTIVE GIDEON 

You’re not hacking on my computer, 

understand? 

AGENT WILKINS 

Relax. They’re not going to find out.  

Her hands glide over the keyboard. After a minute, she 

finally accesses the classified information. Bewilderment 

washes over her face as she views the data. 

AGENT WILKINS 

You won’t believe this. 

DETECTIVE GIDEON 

Try me. 

AGENT WILKINS 

The pattern of skinning and hanging a 

victim might belong to an 

extraterrestrial. 

DETECTIVE GIDEON 

How do you figure? 

AGENT WILKINS 

Hired by the CIA in 1987, Major Alan 

Schaefer led a mercenary group to 

destroy a major rebel encampment in 
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Central America. During the mission, 

they stumbled upon flayed corpses of 

Green Berets dangling from treetops. 

According to Major Schaefer, an alien 

was responsible for their deaths. 

DETECTIVE GIDEON 

How would he know? 

AGENT WILKINS 

His men were slain by it, a rebel named 

Anna, whom he captured, saw it, and he 

mortally wounded it. 

DETECTIVE GIDEON 

Did he recover the body? 

The agent continuously types on the computer. 

AGENT WILKINS 

No, it detonated a self-destruct 

device. The blast vaporized the alien 

and a large section of the jungle.  

DETECTIVE GIDEON 

What happened to the Major? 

AGENT WILKINS 

He survived the blast. 

DETECTIVE GIDEON 

We can learn more if we question him.  

AGENT WILKINS 

We can’t. He died in helicopter crash 

during Operation Desert Storm in 1991. 

DETECTIVE GIDEON 

What about his girlfriend Anna? 

AGENT WILKINS 

You mean former prisoner. She’s at a 

maximum security mental ward now. 

Extreme post stress disorder. She 

couldn’t deal with the sheer reality of 

it. 

DETECTIVE GIDEON 

Why would an alien travel to earth just 

to mutilate humans? 
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AGENT WILKINS 

For the same reason another one would 

come to Los Angles in 1997? 

DETECTIVE GIDEON 

Which is? 

AGENT WILKINS 

I don’t know but it butchered members 

of the LAPD as well as members of the 

Jamaican and Columbian cartels. It even 

eliminated most of the Federal Task 

Force. 

DETECTIVE GIDEON 

Federal Task Force? 

AGENT WILKINS 

It was an agency set up by an Agent 

Peter Keyes. Its main objective was the 

capture of the alien. When it failed to 

achieve its goal, it became defunct in 

1998. 

DETECTIVE GIDEON 

What else? 

AGENT WILKINS 

Nothing. That’s all the information 

there is. 

DETECTIVE GIDEON 

What happen to Agent Keyes and his 

remaining associates? 

AGENT WILKINS 

Their whereabouts are unknown. 

DETECTIVE GIDEON 

In a city as big as Los Angles, someone 

must have seen the creature. 

AGENT WILKINS 

According to the information here, 

several people did. Unfortunately, they 

were killed during the tremendous 

earthquake. 

DETECTIVE GIDEON 

Was there documentation, pictures, 

video recordings of the being? 
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AGENT WILKINS 

If there was, it would have been lost 

in the fire, which shortly followed the 

earthquake. 

The frustrated detective, rubbing the bridge of his nose, 

lets out a deep sigh. 

DETECTIVE GIDEON 

How was the LAPD involved? 

AGENT WILKINS 

They weren’t. The cops happened to be 

at the wrong place at the wrong time. 

DETECTIVE GIDEON 

Like always, there were no survivors. 

AGENT WILKINS 

Actually, two survived the Los Angles 

incident. 

DETECTIVE GIDEON 

Are they still living and sane? 

AGENT WILKINS 

Just one is. Police officer Leona 

Cantrell died due to complication 

caused by a miscarriage.  

DETECTIVE GIDEON 

What do we know about the other 

survivor? 

AGENT WILKINS 

He is a retired LAPD lieutenant who now 

resides in Compton. Claims he killed 

the alien in its spaceship.  

DETECTIVE GIDEON 

Did he? 

Agent Wilkins rises from her chair. 

AGENT WILKINS 

Nobody was able to verify his claim. We 

have to go. 

DETECTIVE GIDEON 

Where to? 
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AGENT WILKINS 

Compton. Knowing your morbid fear of 

flying, I’ll drive. If we arrive too 

late and something happens to our man, 

it’s on your head. 

As they exit the office, the telephone rings. Reentering, 

Gideon answers the telephone. 

DETECTIVE GIDEON 

Yeah. I’ll be there right now. I 

can’t…even with her? Zone 22E? How did 

you know? I see. Thanks for the update. 

AGENT WILKINS 

Who was on the phone? 

DETECTIVE GIDEON 

One of my men. He discovered an alien 

transport at an accident scene. In two 

minutes, your people arrived and forced 

him to leave. 

AGENT WILKINS 

You want to check it out? 

DETECTIVE GIDEON 

It’ll be a waste of time. Nobody can be 

within three hundred yards of the 

scene. 

AGENT WILKINS 

What’s Zone 22E? 

DETECTIVE GIDEON 

I was hoping you would tell me. 

AGENT WILKINS 

Never heard of it. 

DETECTIVE GIDEON 

The cop overheard the field agents 

talking about it. He said that’s where 

they are taking the alien shuttle. 

AGENT WILKINS 

I’ll ask my superiors about this Zone 

22E. 

DETECTIVE GIDEON 

Not just yet. Let’s see what answers we 
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get in Compton. 

EXT. ZONE 22E – NIGHT 

A single star twinkles high above the secret governmental 

research center. Built on a remote tract of land in 

Nevada’s Amargasa Desert, the center consists of three, 

interconnected, one-story buildings. 

INT. ZONE 22E – STORAGE LAB – NIGHT 

In a medium-sized laboratory filled with large computer 

terminals, TV monitors, and shelves stocked with the latest 

scientific instruments, five lab technicians examine the 

retrieved spacecraft. DR. MORGAN, 65, an energetic, short 

scientist with gray hair, oversees their work. 

After a brief discussion with TECHNICIAN#1, he sees two 

governmental officials enter the room. They both wear dark 

blue suits. Surrounded by eight field agents, the lean, 

tall Secretary of Defense WILLIAM MOND, 45, and the stocky 

FBI Director JAMES MCLAUGHLIN, 43, approach the scientist. 

WILLIAM MOND 

What can you tell us about the alien 

shuttle, doctor? 

DOCTOR MORGAN 

Not much, preliminary tests indicate no 

radioactive emissions or any level of 

toxicity. 

WILLIAM MOND 

Is there a possibility you can open it? 

DOCTOR MORGAN 

Virtually impossible, we tried every 

means at our disposal. We only succeed 

in making a tiny hole using a diamond-

tipped drill into its side to observe 

the ship’s interior. 

JAMES MCLAUGHLIN 

That’s all your team was able to do in 

the last 24 hours? 

DOCTOR MORGAN 

Given the impregnable nature of the 

ship’s exterior, it is an 

accomplishment, Director. 
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WILLIAM MOND 

What did you see? 

DOCTOR MORGAN 

Nothing yet. 

(To Technician#1) 

Are we prepared? 

TECHNICIAN#1 

Everything is good to go, Doctor. 

DOCTOR MORGAN 

Let us begin. 

Doctor Morgan gestures toward the monitors. 

DOCTOR MORGAN 

Gentlemen, shall we watch? 

As Technician#1 carefully inserts the long, narrow fiber 

optic camera into the pea-sized hole, the entire group 

stands between the monitors and the alien shuttle. The 

doctor and those present view the sophisticated interior. 

He beams with excitement while Mond and McLaughlin stare in 

disbelief. 

DOCTOR MORGAN 

To think technology like this exists is 

almost beyond reality. 

Behind the group, a field agent tries to glimpse the 

monitors. He moves a few steps backward until he stumbles 

into Technician#1. The minor accident causes the 

Technician#1 to shove the fiber optic camera deeper into 

the ship.  

While the assembly watches the screens, they see the result 

of the mishap. Unknown to them, the ominously flashing 

lights, and the loud, unusual whirr, coming from the 

monitors, indicate an activation of a distress beacon 

within the ship. 

JAMES MCLAUGHLIN 

(Tense) 

What’s going on? 

DOCTOR MORGAN 

(Angry) 

I assume the imbecile set off a 

countdown to self- denotation. I could 

be wrong. 
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WILLIAM MOND 

I’m not waiting to see if you are. 

Evacuate immediately! 

EXT. BUILDING ROOFTOP – SAME MOMENT 

While Hybrid stalks a potential prey, from the elevated 

position, his wrist computer comes alive with unusual 

whining. Inspecting it, he perceives the coordinates to the 

shuttle’s location. 

EXT. NAVY SEALS TRAINING CAMP – SAME MOMENT 

Glowing bright in the dark, tracer bullets fly across the 

practice field during a dangerous Navy Seal training 

session. From the high tree branches, Hostilus, Predator#3, 

and Predator#5, each with different headgear, search the 

dense forest expecting Hybrid to appear.  

A low hum from their wrist computers interrupts the search. 

They check the devices, which convey the spacecraft's 

position. Predator#3 and Predator#5 are about to leave, 

when they notice Hostilus standing still. 

PREDATOR#3 

I can hardly tolerate your presence, 

outcast. Delay me and I will tear you 

to shreds. 

HOSTILUS 

Do not think I am. 

PREDATOR#5 

Why do you linger about? Is it fear of 

your nemesis? 

Predator#3 snickers. 

HOSTILUS 

No, I was contemplating on how you both 

can ignore such worthy prey. 

Predator#3 suddenly takes an interest in the Navy Seals. 

PREDATOR#3 

Not ignored perhaps overlooked. 

PREDATOR#5 

We are in proximity of our target. To 

sidetrack now is not in our best 

interest. 
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PREDATOR#3 

A swift hunt will not sidetrack us as 

you may think. 

Predator#3 leaps below so does Hostilus. A hesitant 

Predator#5 is slow to join. The thunderous din of gunfire 

below intensifies. Unexpectedly, it comes to an immediate 

halt.  

INT. COUNCIL CHAMBER – SAME MOMENT   

A three-dimensional holographic map of the galaxy emanates 

from the table. Standing before it, Ancient and the Elders 

plan the hunt for Hybrid. As the map transforms into a 

globe of earth, the conversation ceases. A blinking red dot 

on the sphere pinpoints the site of the spacecraft; it 

attracts the predators’ attention. 

INT. ZONE 22E – STORAGE LAB – MOMENTS LATER 

As people rush to vacate the premise, Technician#1 stays in 

his place. Without a second thought, he attempts to stop 

the supposedly countdown. The nervous specialist thrusts 

the fiber optic camera like the first time he 

unintentionally did. The whirr from the ship ceases. For a 

while, everyone waits in anxiety for the inevitable. When 

it fails to happen, calm gradually returns to the lab. 

EXT. COMPTON – AFTERNOON 

A light brown sedan enters the driveway of a well-kept 

house in a middle-class neighborhood. Gideon and Wilkins 

emerge from the car. They approach the front door of a 

house. 

EXT. HOUSE – SAME MOMENT 

Gideon rings the doorbell. After what seems like an 

eternity, the door opens. MIKE HARRIGEN, an African 

American, 55, with gray, short coarse hair, stands in the 

doorway. He wears his spectacles. A puzzled expression 

appears on his face, as he surveys his unannounced 

visitors. 

DETECTIVE GIDEON 

Mike Harrigen? 

MIKE HARRIGEN 

Who are you people? What do you want? 
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DETECTIVE GIDEON 

This is Agent Vanessa Wilkins, FBI. I’m 

Detective Vince Gideon from the 

Portland Police Department. 

MIKE HARRIGEN 

You’re long way home, Detective. Are 

you lost? 

DETECTIVE GIDEON 

(Ignoring the comment) 

We need to ask you a few questions. 

Your help… 

MIKE HARRIGEN 

(Interrupting) 

You have no jurisdiction here and I 

have no answers. 

He shuts the door in their faces. 

AGENT WILKINS 

(Shouting) 

Many lives including yours depend on 

your cooperation! 

The door opens. 

MIKE HARRIGEN 

How so? 

DETECTIVE GIDEON 

It would be better if we talked inside. 

INT. HARRIGEN’S LIVING ROOM – CONTINUOUS 

Except for the scattered scientific magazines on the coffee 

table, the furnished living room is clean and organized. 

Numerous framed photos of long deceased friends from the 

LAPD hang on the wooden wall.  

An antique flintlock pistol, enclosed in a glass container, 

sits on the fireplace’s mantelpiece. As Mike Harrigen 

ushers his guests into the room, a huge Rottweiler 

immediately stands at attention. It eyes the visitors. 

Harrigen settles down into a large leather chair. He pats 

the dog’s head. 

MIKE HARRIGEN 

Have a sit. 

The two sit on different couches across the former LAPD 
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cop.  

DETECTIVE GIDEON 

We believe an extraterrestrial from the 

same species you killed is on earth. 

AGENT WILKINS 

It left a calling card…two skinned 

corpses. 

MIKE HARRIGEN 

(Somewhat shaken) 

What do you want me to do about it? 

DETECTIVE GIDEON 

Tell us about the 1997 Los Angles 

incident. 

MIKE HARRIGEN 

I can hardly remember what I had for 

breakfast today. You expect me to 

recollect what happened 12 years ago. 

AGENT WILKINS 

You need to remember now. 

MIKE HARRIGEN 

What do you want to know? 

AGENT WILKINS 

Do you think it’s here for revenge. 

MIKE HARRIGEN 

(Frightened) 

Can’t be. I killed that alien in a fair 

fight aboard its spaceship in front of 

a gathering of its kind. The leader of 

the group even gave me an antique 

pistol for my victory. 

Gideon espies the ancient firearm. He wanders towards it. 

DETECTIVE GIDEON 

(Studying the gun) 

An 18th century flintlock pistol. It 

looks like they have been visiting 

earth from time to time. 

MIKE HARRIGEN 

I knew those things would come back. 
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DETECTIVE GIDEON 

Why didn’t you alert the proper 

authorities? 

MIKE HARRIGEN 

There was no need to. The assholes knew 

there would be future visitations. What 

they didn’t know was when. 

DETECTIVE GIDEON 

(Facing Harrigen) 

Is there a more solid evidence of the 

alien’s visit? 

MIKE HARRIGEN 

I remember a small, bifurcated, metal 

dart, a helmet, a spear, and its 

forearm I severed. 

AGENT WILKINS 

Was anything recovered? 

MIKE HARRIGEN 

The dart but I lost it while aboard the 

spaceship. LAPD, Federal agents even 

private security companies searched the 

whole of LA inch by inch for the other 

items. They found nothing.  

DETECTIVE GIDEON 

Does the name Peter Keyes sound 

familiar? 

MIKE HARRIGEN 

Yeah, we met briefly. Poor bastard was 

cut in half. Thought he could capture 

the being. 

AGENT WILKINS 

Where is the rest of his team? 

MIKE HARRIGEN 

The remaining crew was assimilated into 

unknown governmental organizations. 

Harrigen reaches for the remote control. He opens the 

television where anchorwoman reports the latest news.  

ANCHORWOMAN 

(On T.V) 

Nine Navy Seals were killed in an 
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accident during a training session, 

yesterday. 

MIKE HARRIGEN 

More likely, the newly arrived alien 

killed them. 

AGENT WILKINS 

What makes you say that? 

Harrigen switches the television off. 

MIKE HARRIGEN 

These things live for the hunt of armed 

humans in particular. I would know 

since one of them stalked me. 

DETECTIVE GIDEON 

So we shouldn’t carry guns? 

MIKE HARRIGEN 

Yes. You want another piece of advice? 

Leave it alone and just as it came it 

will go. Otherwise, if its sight falls 

on you, you are as good as dead. Your 

skull displayed for their kind to see. 

DETECTIVE GIDEON 

You must be insane if you want us to 

disarm. 

MIKE HARRIGEN 

I warned you, the decision is yours. 

AGENT WILKINS 

We have to stop it. 

MIKE HARRIGEN 

How are you going to stop the thing 

when you can’t see it or find it? 

DETECTIVE GIDEON 

What do you mean? 

MIKE HARRIGEN 

It has the ability to render itself 

invisible not to mention other advanced 

technology that makes ours look 

primitive. 

AGENT WILKINS 

You killed it, so can we! 
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MIKE HARRIGEN 

You won't get lucky like I did. 

AGENT WILKINS 

But maybe we will.  

DETECTIVE GIDEON 

(To Agent Wilkins) 

Where do we go from here? 

MIKE HARRIGEN 

There's nowhere to go. You're at a dead 

end. 

AGENT WILKINS 

Not just yet. 

Agent Wilkins produces a cell phone. She dials. Not before 

long, she hears the distinct voice of the FBI Director 

James McLaughlin answering the phone call. 

JAMES MCLAUGHLIN 

(On cell phone) 

Yes? 

AGENT WILKINS 

I apologize for calling on a short 

notice. 

JAMES MCLAUGHLIN 

This better be good. 

AGENT WILKINS 

It’s not. My investigation is beyond me 

or any governmental agency. 

JAMES MCLAUGHLIN 

There better be sensible reason for 

your statement? 

AGENT WILKINS 

The two men who tried to assault 

Samantha Diaz were killed by an alien. 

An alien that can’t be caught and is 

next to impossible to kill. 

JAMES MCLAUGHLIN 

How did you come up with such an absurd 

claim? 

AGENT WILKINS 

The slaying patterns are similar to the 
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patterns of two aliens killed by Dutch 

Shaffer in ’87 and Mike Harrigen in 

‘97. 

JAMES MCLAUGHLIN 

Shaffer is dead and how did you come to 

know Mike Harrigen? What did he say to 

you? 

AGENT WILKINS 

At the moment, that doesn’t matter… 

JAMES MCLAUGHLIN 

You’re right, it doesn’t. What does is 

your information is wrong. Mike 

Harrigen is a deranged person. He 

didn’t kill anything. After many years 

in the FBI, why are you becoming sloppy 

in your work? If you have no tangible 

evidence, don’t make things up. 

Understand? 

AGENT WILKINS 

I suppose the extraterrestrial shuttle, 

the killing of nine Navy Seals, and 

Zone 22E are also made up. 

JAMES MCLAUGHLIN 

What the hell are you talking about? I 

never heard anything about an 

extraterrestrial shuttle or Zone 22E. 

As far as I know, those Navy Seal died 

in a training accident. 

AGENT WILKINS 

Your deniability bullshit is not going 

to solve our predicament, Sir. We need 

a stragetic plan to deal with this 

situation. 

Wilkins’s audacity with the bureau’s director stuns 

Harrigen and Gideon.   

JAMES MCLAUGHLIN 

Once this thing blows over… 

AGENT WILKINS 

An alien is running amuck killing 

whomever it wants.So what are we going 

to do about it? 
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JAMES MCLAUGHLIN 

Be at the California-Nevada border. My 

men will pick you up from there. 

Shutting the phone, Wilkins places it in her pocket. 

DETECTIVE GIDEON 

You know what you did, right. 

AGENT WILKINS 

Don’t worry about me. Just focus on the 

matter at hand. 

She looks at the former cop. 

AGENT WILKINS 

Are you coming along? 

MIKE HARRIGEN 

No fuck’in way, am I going to chase 

after another extraterrestrial. I’m too 

old for that shit.  

AGENT WILKINS 

You won’t chase it. You’ll only give us 

suggestions on how to deal with the 

thing when the situation arises. 

MIKE HARRIGEN 

I gave all the advice I have. I’m 

better off in the safety of my home. 

DETECTIVE GIDEON 

Suit yourself. 

Wilkins and Gideon begin to leave. 

MIKE HARRIGEN 

Be careful. Stay safe. 

AGENT WILKINS 

Your concern is appreciated. 

INT. ZONE 22E – PASSAGEWAY – NIGHT 

Four agents, wearing black suits, escort Gideon and Wilkins 

to the situation room. 

INT. ZONE 22E – SITUATION ROOM – CONTINUOUS 

The thick, wooden door opens. Gideon and Wilkins enter. 

Their eyes wander about as they take in the sight. The new, 

dark blue carpet covers the floor. To their left, situated 
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in the middle of the beige wall are six, forty-two inch 

video screens. 

Flat panel monitors, that center the remaining walls, 

display a range of viewings from a digitalized world map to 

different, news channels worldwide. In the right corner, a 

few, large computer terminals silently process classified 

data. 

Sitting at a long conference table, a stern James 

McLaughlin, William Mond, and a gruff, heavyset GENERAL 

SAUNTERS eye the two visitors. 

JAMES MCLAUGHLIN  

Take a seat. 

The guests comply but sit at the far end of table.  

WILLIAM MOND 

Before we get down to business, I’m 

warning you both. Mention this place, 

our meeting, or the alien to the 

outside world will be considered a 

violation of national security and will 

be dealt with swiftly and accordingly. 

DETECTIVE GIDEON 

(With contempt) 

Violation of national security? There’s 

an alien somewhere killing someone 

probably right now, and you’re worried 

about word spreading about your secret 

clubhouse or… 

The tense general interrupts. 

GENERAL SAUNTERS 

Better watch your manners when you 

speak to your superiors, son. 

DETECTIVE GIDEON 

It’s Detective Vince Gideon. Portland 

Police Department. 

Frowning at Gideon, Wilkins firmly clutches his arm. 

AGENT WILKINS 

(Whispering) 

What are you doing? We’re on their turf 

now, so we have to play by their rules, 

okay? 
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DETECTIVE GIDEON 

I understand, but I’m not going to take 

their shit. 

AGENT WILKINS 

Take it for now and let me do the 

talking. 

DETECTIVE GIDEON 

Can’t you see? They brought us here to 

keep us from exposing them nation wide. 

AGENT WILKINS 

You think I’m not aware. Just be quiet 

and I’ll handle it. 

She addresses the assembly. 

AGENT WILKINS 

I apologize on behalf of the detective. 

He’s just anxious to rid the country of 

this extraterrestrial menace. 

GENERAL SAUNTERS 

Aren’t we all. 

WILLIAM MOND 

What do you know about the alien 

that we don’t? 

AGENT WILKINS 

I’m sure our information is similar, 

sir. What we need is a solution. 

WILLIAM MOND 

How can there be a solution when we 

can’t find the thing. 

AGENT WILKINS 

The Federal Task Force had no trouble 

tracking the other alien in ’97. 

JAMES MCLAUGHLIN 

That was because it limited its killing 

in one place. This one does not. 

AGENT WILKINS 

There could be more than one doing the 

killing. 

WILLIAM MOND 

Unlikely. From the information, we 
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gathered over the years, we’re certain 

only one does the slaying. 

AGENT WILKINS 

Mike Harrigen told me… 

JAMES MCLAUGHLIN 

(Interrupting) 

Again with Mike Harrigen. Why do you 

have a fixation with this character? 

AGENT WILKINS 

I don’t. It’s just his past experience 

with the beings can aid us. 

JAMES MCLAUGHLIN 

Experience, which came at our expense.  

AGENT WILKINS 

How? 

JAMES MCLAUGHLIN 

We had a once in a lifetime chance to 

capture the being alive with its 

sophisticated technology but he ruined 

it. 

AGENT WILKINS 

Why would he do that? 

JAMES MCLAUGHLIN 

Because of a stupid, personal vendetta 

that’s why. 

GENERAL SAUNTERS 

If we caught it then, we would have 

learned so much. We could have been 

prepared for the problem were facing 

now. 

AGENT WILKINS 

What about the alien shuttle you found? 

It must have provided you with 

something. 

JAMES MCLAUGHLIN 

When it is pried open, it should. 

On the table, a black intercom with a blinking, red button 

emits a short buzz. Pressing the button, the general takes 

the call.  
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GENERAL SAUNTERS 

This is General Saunters speaking. 

WATCHMAN’S VOICE 

(On intercom) 

Sir, the motion sensors detected a 

slight movement. 

GENERAL SAUNTERS 

How far? 

WATCHMAN’S VOICE 

Exactly 500 yards from out current 

position. 

GENERAL SAUNTERS 

Impossible! The motion sensors have a 

detection range of at least 2,000 

yards. 

WATCHMAN’S VOICE 

What’s more confusing is it detected 

the movement for only a second. 

GENERAL SAUNTERS 

Could it be a glitch? 

WATCHMAN’S VOICE 

Slim chance, Sir. 

GENERAL SAUNTERS 

Security cameras cover an area of 700 

square yards. Are you going to tell me 

nobody saw a thing? 

WATCHMAN’S VOICE 

There was no visual of anything, Sir. 

GENERAL SAUNTERS 

Whatever set off the sensors must have 

left tracks. Send a patrol team to the 

spot immediately. 

WATCHMAN’S VOICE 

I will, Sir. 

GENERAL SAUNTERS 

And I want an update as soon as 

possible. 

WATCHMAN’S VOICE 

Yes, Sir. 
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Done with the call, the general notices the concerned looks 

of Mond and McLaughlin. 

JAMES MCLAUGHLIN 

It seems the secrecy of this place has 

been comprised. 

WILLIAM MOND 

Is this true, General? 

GENERAL SAUNTERS 

I highly doubt it, Sir. It had to be a 

glitch or a small, desert animal that 

triggered the motion sensors.  

EXT. DESERT – NIGHT 

Armed with M4 carbines, eight security guards, wearing 

night vision goggles, and battle dress uniforms, search for 

footprints where the motion sensors detected the movement. 

The strong, incessant winds make their mission more 

difficult.  

INT. ZONE 22E – SITUATION ROOM – SAME 

A heavy silence hangs in the air as everybody waits for the 

update. Nonchalantly, Mond inhales from his smoking pipe 

and releases a plume of smoke. Unable to restraint himself 

any longer, Gideon shatters the stillness. 

DETECTIVE GIDEON 

What if it’s the alien? 

GENERAL SAUNTERS 

Preposterous. How can it find this 

place? 

DETECTIVE GIDEON 

Let’s assume it did. How are you going 

to deal with it? 

JAMES MCLAUGHLIN 

Put your mind at ease. We have taken 

the necessary precautions. 

DETECTIVE GIDEON 

What kind of precaution can work 

against an alien with the ability to 

disappear in an instant not to mention 

the high-tech weaponry at its disposal? 
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AGENT WILKINS 

He is right. For all we know, it could 

be in the building right now, 

invisible, ready to attack. 

WILLIAM MOND 

 General, please explain. 

The general switches open the video screen. 

GENERAL SAUNTERS 

Watch carefully. 

On the video screen, they see a faint spectral bipedal 

creature running in slow motion. 

GENERAL SAUNTERS 

You see the ghostlike figure. 

DETECTIVE GIDEON 

Yeah, what about it? 

GENERAL SAUNTERS 

It’s the alien, that came to LA in ’97. 

This recording, the only one left, was 

taken while the creature was invisible. 

AGENT WILKINS 

How was the thing recorded when it was 

invisible ? 

GENERAL SAUNTERS 

From what we learned in ’87, we were 

worried about two things: future visits 

and the species’ invisibility. 

JAMES MCLAUGHLIN  

Our scientists concluded if it was 

invisible to humans, no other visual 

means could detect it. 

DETECTIVE GIDEON 

Trying to see it through other 

spectrums of light like infrared and 

ultraviolet is useless. 

GENERAL SAUNTERS 

Correct, so in ’95, scientists 

developed scanners that capture 

pheromone signatures. The pheromone 

scanners would then render the 



 76 

 

signatures into an image as in the 

recording. 

WILLIAM MOND     

All the security cameras on the premise 

have advanced pheromone scanners 

embedded within them. 

JAMES MCLAUGHLIN 

Nothing visible or invisible can enter 

the building without being detected. 

DETECTIVE GIDEON 

You seem overconfident. Did it occur to 

you that the creatures might have 

upgraded their technology? 

Before the general can reply, the intercom buzzes again. He 

immediately answers. Anticipating the worst, everyone 

listens attentively to the watchman’s voice. 

WATCHMAN’S VOICE 

(On intercom) 

The patrol team combed the entire area. 

 GENERAL SAUNTERS 

The result? 

WATCHMAN’S VOICE 

They found nothing and request 

permission to end the search. 

GENERAL SAUNTERS 

Permission granted. 

INT. ZONE 22E - PARKING LOT – NIGHT 

The thick steel gate closes shut as two black patrol jeeps 

enter the large car park.  The jeeps pass rows of parked 

security automobiles of different types. Both vehicles come 

to a stop in designated parking spaces. 

The eight occupants exit the jeep and assemble. Conversing 

with each other, they gait toward a door.  Without the 

slightest sound, unseen forces rush three guards who lag 

behind the group. The victims disappear between the now 

blood-spattered cars. Their absence goes unnoticed by the 

rest of the crew. 

INT. ZONE 22E - SECURITY CONTROL ROOM – CONTINUOUS 

On the wall are forty large screen panels. Some show images 
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from security cameras mounted outside the facility; others 

display the inside of the building. Witnessing the trio’s 

disappearance on one of the monitors stupefies both the 

watchman and his nine coworkers for a second. Quickly, he 

recovers from his stunned state and screams at his 

coworkers. 

WATCHMAN 

Sound the alarm! Inform the general! 

The coworkers scurry to do what they are told. The watchman 

yells in his headset.  

WATCHMAN 

Team Leader, there is an invisible 

hostile behind you! Do you copy? 

He looks at his coworkers. Furious, he shouts some more. 

WATCHMAN 

Why haven’t you sound the alarm? 

COWORKER#1 

(Frantic) 

I am. It’s not working! 

WATCHMAN 

I can’t get in touch with the patrol 

team! Have you called the general?  

COWORKER#2 

Communication is nonfunctional. We 

can’t receive or send calls.  

WATCHMAN 

(Stunned) 

Whatever came in, it’s interfering with 

all our electronic devices. God help 

us! 

The pictures on all the monitors unexpectedly transform 

into static. 

WATCHMAN 

The thing…. It’s emitting powerful 

electromagnetic pulses…. Barricade the 

door! 

COWORKER#2 

Before we do, we need someone to warn 

General Saunters in person. 
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WATCHMAN 

Are you crazy! The thing is probably 

outside waiting to get in and kill us 

all. The best option we have is to 

bring back our communication online, 

fast. 

Hollering again in his headset, he tries to warn the patrol 

team.    

INT. ZONE 22E – PARKING LOT – CONTINUOUS 

The patrol team, oblivious to the grave danger they are in, 

talk among themselves.  Upon hearing a barely audible voice 

from his headset, the team leader motions for the group to 

be queit. They wait in silence while he listens for the 

voice to repeat itself. It does not take long. 

WATCHMAN 

(Distorted) 

Hostile…behind… you…. 

The team leader whirls about, so do his subordinates. They 

finally notice three of their companions are gone. Before 

they can react, the invisible forces quietly strike again, 

snatching three more guards. The sudden, unusual calm 

compels the last two men to spin around. Their faces 

contort into fear, and disbelief.  

Instinctively, they shoot everywhere at everything. When 

they empty their fourth clip, a steel mesh slams into the 

subordinate, who in turn smashes it to the leader. While 

enveloping them, the net violently throws and traps the 

dual against a wall. It starts to constrict. Sandwiched 

between the wall and the screaming man, the team leader 

looks behind in horror as the net cuts deeply into the 

guard. It is only a few seconds before he too suffers the 

same gruesome fate. 

INT. ZONE 22E – SITUATION ROOM – CONTINUOUS 

In spite of the recent update, it does little to alleviate 

the tense atmosphere. 

DETECTIVE GIDEON 

It’s a relief it was just a false 

alarm, but we cannot afford to brush 

off the dilemma on our hands. 

JAMES MCLAUGHLIN 

Currently, we cannot do anything about 
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it. 

DETECTIVE GIDEON 

Why not? 

WILLIAM MOND 

Because, we have to wait until it 

strikes again to establish its hunting 

routine. 

GENERAL SAUNTERS 

With this alien, it’s going to take 

time. 

AGENT WILKINS 

How long? 

JAMES MCLAUGHLIN 

As long… 

The sudden appearance of the horror-stricken watchman on 

video screen interrupts the FBI director. It also surprises 

everybody. The image constantly scrambles and distorts. 

Breathing heavily, he speaks rapidly. 

WATCHMAN  

(On video screen) 

It’s here…in the building! Disrupting 

everything electronic…! Communication 

is down! It wiped out the patrol team! 

GENERAL SAUNTERS 

Do you have any idea where it is? 

A loud explosion booms in the background.  

WATCHMAN 

Does that answer your question, Sir? 

GENERAL SAUNTERS 

Hang in there! My men are on their way! 

WATCHMAN 

It’s too late! 

He moves away from the screen.  

WATCHMAN (O.S) 

Shoot at the doorway! 

COWORKER#1 (O.S) 

There’s nothing to shoot at! 
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WATCHMAN (O.S) 

Do it! 

The general and everybody present gawk at the monitor. They 

hear a volley of gunfire, followed with bloodcurdling 

screams. Little by little, the noise dwindles into a lull. 

The watchman, crying, reappears on the video screen, more 

hysterical than ever. 

WATCHMAN 

We’re all going to die! 

His eyes bulge when he looks to his left. With his Desert 

Eagle pistol, he fires a few rounds. Suddenly, the right 

part of his head explodes. A mess of blood, hair, and flesh 

washes over his part of the screen. The transmission 

abruptly ends. The grisly sight appalls the viewers. 

DETECTIVE GIDEON 

I seriously hope we can prove him 

wrong. 

AGENT WILKINS 

There is one way. Don’t carry any 

weapons and take no hostile actions. 

WILLIAM MOND 

On what basis do you make such a 

statement? 

AGENT WILKINS 

It only kills humans, who are armed and 

dangerous. 

JAMES MCLAUGHLIN 

How would you know? 

AGENT WILKINS 

It didn’t kill Samantha Diaz because 

she was defenseless. 

GENERAL SAUNTERS 

Are you saying this thing lives by a 

certain code? 

AGENT WILKINS 

Yes. 

GENERAL SAUNTERS 

That is the most absurd thing I ever 

heard. 
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DETECTIVE GIDEON 

Just as absurd as the likelihood of an 

alien finding this place, right, 

General. 

WILLIAM MOND 

Enough! Our useless brickering will not 

accomplish anything. 

The lights go out, plunging the room into total darkness 

and utter quiet. After a few seconds, the lights again 

illuminate the whole place. 

WILLIAM MOND 

We took its sole means of leaving 

earth. I think it would be too 

infuriated to follow its own rules of 

engagement. 

AGENT WILKINS 

You don’t know for sure. 

WILLIAM MOND 

I recall you were the most vocal in 

demanding a solution. Now that I am 

about to provide one, you want to run 

away. 

AGENT WILKINS 

Confronting it is too risky. 

William Mond puts out his smoking pipe. He sets it on the 

table.   

WILLIAM MOND 

We don’t have a choice. It’s now or 

never. General, how many men are under 

your command here? 

GENERAL SAUNTERS 

Forty, sir. 

WILLIAM MOND 

In case the alien is headed for the 

Storage Lab to retrieve the shuttle, my 

agents, the director, and me, 

accompanied with thirty-five soldiers 

will wait there to prevent it from 

escaping. 
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DETECTIVE GIDEON 

You risk condemning yourself and those 

with you to a horrible death. 

WILLIAM MOND 

By the time the alien reaches my 

position, I’ll have the help I need to 

crush it. 

AGENT WILKINS 

What help? We’re cut off from the 

outside world. We can’t even contact 

the people inside the building. 

WILLIAM MOND 

You’ll know when you see it. 

JAMES MCLAUGHLIN 

Is it ready? 

GENERAL SAUNTERS 

It should be. 

WILLIAM MOND 

General, take the rest of the men and 

everybody else to the Medical Research 

Lab. Send the help as soon as you can.  

GENERAL SAUNTERS 

Yes, Sir. 

AGENT WILKINS 

I find it strange? 

WILLIAM MOND 

What? 

AGENT WILKINS 

High-ranking government officials 

putting their lives on the line. 

WILLIAM MOND 

For my plan to succeed, everyone must 

participate and make sacrifices. 

DETECTIVE GIDEON 

There is no need for sacrifices. You 

can kill the alien if you just rig its 

transport with explosives. 

JAMES MCLAUGHLIN 

The shuttle’s destruction is out of the 
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question! 

DETECTIVE GIDEON 

Why not? 

WILLIAM MOND 

The shuttle is the key to ushering in 

an era of new scientific technology. It 

contains a vast wealth of knowledge, 

once harnessed, will guarantee the 

United States’s supremacy over the 

world for the next two hundred years.  

DETECTIVE GIDEON 

At what price? Our lives. 

WILLIAM MOND 

I assure you noone will die if my 

orders are followed to the letter. 

AGENT WILKINS 

Do you believe him? 

JAMES MCLAUGHLIN 

I served with the Secretary of Defense 

in three wars. There is no reason to 

doubt his capabilities or him. 

WILLIAM MOND 

Without further argument, I suggest we 

arm ourselves. The facility’s arsenal 

is in the next room. Stock up on ammo 

and wear bulletproof vest. 

INT. ZONE 22E – PARKING LOT – CONTINUOUS 

A series of powerful blasts punches a huge breach in the 

steel gate. Through the perforation, a cloaked Predator 

enters. 

PREDATOR’S P.O.V 

The constant alterations from one visual frequency to 

another reveals no human or extraterrestrial presences. 

BACK TO SCENE 

Deactivating the cloaking mechanism, Hybrid appears. Before 

he ventures further, he looks up. Six bloodied corpses, 

devoid of skin, hang from the ceiling like ghoulish 

embellishments. 
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INT. ZONE 22E – STORAGE LAB – NIGHT 

While the lab technicians try to repair the malfunctioned 

computers, Dr. Morgan, deep in thought, reviews several 

research documents. The unexpected entry of troops and 

agents, followed by Mond and McLaughlin, disturbs the 

technicians’ concentration and bewilders them. 

The soldiers take up defensive positions. Dr. Morgan 

confronts the Secretary of Defense and the FBI Director, 

who are both armed with shotguns. 

DOCTOR MORGAN 

What is the meaning of this? 

WILLIAM MOND 

An alien is in the facility and it’s 

coming here to recover the shuttle. 

The scientist’s countenance becomes ashen with dread. He 

speaks in a shaky voice. 

DOCTOR MORGAN 

How do you expect to fight against an 

unseen enemy? 

JAMES MCLAUGHLIN 

Our large numbers should slow it down 

until our backup arrives. 

DOCTOR MORGAN 

What backup? 

WILLIAM MOND 

The one we have been working on for a 

decade. 

DOCTOR MORGAN 

You don’t mean… you can’t… we don’t 

know the ramification of using them 

yet. 

WILLIAM MOND 

I’m certain it’s in our favor. 

William Mond notices the technicians gawking. Their faces 

indicate a genuine fear. He issues an order to six troops 

nearby.  

WILLIAM MOND 

Soldiers, arm those men. 
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The soldiers give the lab specialists spare handguns. Mond 

removes his own pistol from its hostler. He offers it to 

Doctor Morgan. 

DOCTOR MORGAN 

I don’t know how to use a gun! 

WILLIAM MOND 

It’s simple. Aim and pull the trigger. 

Once the scientist holds the weapon with his wobbly hands, 

a swift plasma pulse crashes into his head. Blood including 

small chunks of skull and brain splashes on Mond, 

McLaughlin, and a few agents close by. Although the 

incident astounds everybody, it unnerves two soldiers, who 

both run to the door. Recovering from his stunned 

condition, Mond sees the dual. He shouts at them. 

WILLIAM MOND 

Hold your posts! 

They ignore the direct order. As they reach the door, 

something unseen attacks them. The first soldier receives a 

blow to the stomach. Blood gushes from his mouth before he 

falls dead. In the same instant, a rapid attack tears the 

second soldier’s throat. Without waiting for permission, 

the troops unleash a hail of gunfire at the presumed site 

of the invisible assailant. 

WILLIAM MOND 

There is more than one. 

JAMES MCLAUGHLIN 

What are our chances? 

WILLIAM MOND 

(Grim) 

None.     

INT. ZONE 22E – MEDICAL RESEARCH LAB - SAME 

Thirteen, big, eight-foot cylindrical tanks line the wall. 

Except for one, each of the tanks contains an opaque 

liquid, which hides the contents within. Across the room is 

a counter full of flasks, beakers, high-powered 

microscopes, a container with two white mice, hi-tech 

devices, and numerous surgical tools.  

A pale, lanky, bald, 63-year-old scientist with a slight 

stoop slaves over a large computer. A sheet-covered 

humanoid figure, lying on a stainless steel table, is a few 
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feet away from him. As the general and his small group walk 

in, the scientist, DR. CULLEN, greets them with an alarmed 

look.  

DR. CULLEN 

How serious is the problem?  

GENERAL SAUNTERS 

Extremely critical, their immediate 

activation has been authorized.  

DR.CULLEN 

Why? 

GENERAL SAUNTERS 

To be the last line of defense against 

an extraterrestrial from the same breed 

that previously came to earth. To stop 

it from reaching the storage lab. 

DR. CULLEN 

(More apprehensive) 

Good God! It’s in the building? 

GENERAL SAUNTERS 

I’m afraid so and nobody can see it. 

They should be able to notice its 

presence, am I correct, Doctor?  

DR. CULLEN 

In theory, yes. However, they have 

never been tested. 

GENERAL SAUNTERS 

How could you theorize they can?  

Dr. Cullen walks to the steel table. Pulling the sheet 

back, he exposes a dead Predator with two exterior glands 

on his neck. A deep, surgical cut runs around his shaved 

head. Gideon and Wilkins gaze in astonishment at the 

horrendous specimen.   

DETECTIVE GIDEON 

When was it captured? 

GENERAL SAUNTERS 

It never was. 

DR. CULLEN 

What you see here is one of thirteen 

clones made in this facility. Alien 
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blood found in ‘97 provided us with DNA 

for the cloning process.   

AGENT WILKINS 

I was told nothing was recovered back 

then. 

DR. CULLEN 

Nothing inorganic.  

He removes the top of the clone’s skull, exposing its bulky 

brain. 

DR. CULLEN 

The brain is ten times the size of a 

human brain, providing it with 

intelligence, a rapid learning rate, 

and senses, all that exponentially 

exceeds ours. I believe the 

extraordinary senses could be used to 

detect the invisible. With twelve fully 

developed clones, the alien’s demise is 

imminent. 

AGENT WILKINS 

If your assumption is correct, how do 

you expect them to follow commands? 

DR. CULLEN 

Through conditioning. While growing 

over the years, the clones listened to 

the prerecorded voice of the general 

issuing orders repetitiously. 

DETECTIVE GIDEON   

Ten years for them to grow is a short 

period. 

DR.CULLEN  

The DNA was manipulated so they can age 

faster and to eliminate their 

reproductive system. 

GENERAL SAUNTERS 

At the moment, details are irrelevant. 

Activate the replicas. 

DR.CULLEN 

Before I do, I must show you the cause 

of my other worry. 
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He goes to the counter. Picking a small syringe, Dr. Cullen 

inserts it in a beaker, which contains a cloudy liquid. 

When he draws back the plunger, the syringe partially fills 

with the solution.  

DR.CULLEN 

I extracted some secretion from the 

glands situated on the clone’s neck. 

Watch closely as I introduce it in the 

rodents’ bloodstream. 

He injects equal amounts of the fluid into the two mice. In 

a brief instant, the inoculation takes effect. The now 

frenzied rodents brutally bite and claw at one another. The 

animals, their white fur drenched in blood, finally succumb 

to their grave wounds.  

DETECTIVE GIDEON 

Why did the mice go berserk? 

DR. CULLEN 

I speculate the secretion contains 

hormones that stimulated the mice into 

a state of extreme antagonism.  

AGENT WILKINS 

Once out in the open, will the clones 

act in a similar manner? 

DR.CULLEN 

They could but their conditioning 

should neutralize the effect of the 

fluid. 

DETECTIVE GIDEON 

Are the glands a mutation of some sort? 

DR.CULLEN 

Unless we compare the clones with the 

original or a natural alien, which is 

improbable, I cannot tell. 

The scientist returns to his workstation. With a few 

keystrokes, he initiates the release of twelve clones. The 

blurry fluid inside the tanks begins to drain rapidly. 

GENERAL SAUNTERS 

How long will the procedure take? 

DOCTOR CULLEN 

Five minutes. 
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The general addresses the five soldiers. 

GENERAL SAUNTERS 

Hurry to the Secretary of Defense. 

Inform him reinforcement’s ETA will be 

in eight minutes.  

The troops rush out of the room.  

INT. ZONE 22E – STORAGE LAB - SAME 

Several mangled and mutilated bodies in large pools of 

blood litter the floor. Amid the carnage, the disorganized 

group of armed men including Mond and McLaughlin shoot 

everywhere. Although they struggle to fend off any assault, 

their invisible enemies effortlessly attack. While the 

cloaked hostiles cut down the combatants, Mond and 

McLaughlin retreat to the farthest corner. The ear-

splitting death cries and gunfire fills the room. 

MCLAUGHLIN 

The shuttle is lost. We need to 

disengage and get the hell out of here! 

MOND 

I concur but there is no escape. The 

aliens have all the exits covered. If 

we are going to die, we die fighting. 

The commotion comes to an immediate cessation and a creepy 

calmness prevails. The lone duo remains levelheaded yet 

vigilant. 

MCLAUGHLIN 

It’s not the firt time you got us into 

this situation. 

MOND 

My recklessness and my uncontrolled 

ambition have made it the last. 

MCLAUGHLIN 

If we held on for this long, we can 

make it until help arrives. 

MOND 

Our time is up. The bastards are just 

toying with us. 

MCLAUGHLIN 

We always managed to pull through at 
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the last second. 

MOND 

Back then, we were dealing with humans 

not aliens. 

MCLAUGHLIN 

What do we do, surrender? 

MOND 

They will accept no less than our 

heads.  

MCLAUGHLIN 

Then I will deny them the satisfaction 

of taking mine.   

McLaughlin quickly places the weapon’s muzzle under his 

chin. He pulls the trigger. 

 MOND 

No! 

A short thunderclap follows. Tiny bits of skull and brain 

scatter in the air. McLaughlin slumps to the floor. Blood 

slowly pools around his head. Mond’s expression transforms 

from horror to primal rage.  

He casts his MP5 aside. From the sheath on his back, he 

takes out a long, elegant katana. He bellows at his 

inconspicuous antagonists. 

MOND 

Show yourselves or is this the only way 

you fight, you cowards! 

From a distance, Predator#3, followed by Predator#5 and 

Hostilus, materializes in front of Mond. Predator#3 steps 

forward to accept the challenge. Although traces of 

consternation temporarily appear on Mond’s face, it fades 

away once he sees McLaughlin’s corpses. With fiery resolve, 

he charges towards Predator#3.  

As Predator#3 strides in the direction of the incensed man, 

the wrist blades on his right arm elongate. Close enough to 

the alien; Mond raises the sword over his head, ready to 

strike at the extraterrestrial. A swift movement of 

Predator#3’s wrist blades cut off Mond’s hands, halting the 

attack. Blood spurts from the freshly created stumps. The 

sword falls to the floor with a dull clank. Hands still 

grip the hilt.  
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Before Mond registers what just happened, Predator#3’s left 

palm smashes into the individual’s visage. The powerful 

blow sends Mond crashing to the floor. Although blood 

partially covers his eyes, Mond sees the three Predators 

standing over him. Predator#3 plunges his wrist blade into 

the human's neck and rips the head off. Holding the 

ghoulish, severed head high in the air for a while, 

Predator#3 regards it with great interest.       

PREDATOR#3 

To think he challenged us to combat and 

remained true to his word is a feat in 

itself. 

PREDATOR#5 

We have our own feat to perform. The 

more time we squander the less 

likelihood of achieving it. 

PREDATOR#3 

I take it the search of the shuttle was 

unsuccessful.  

PREDATOR#5 

There is no indication he was ever 

here. 

PREDATOR#3 

(To Hostilus) 

Disable the shuttle. Be certain to 

render it inoperable.  

Hostilus proceeds to carry out the instruction. 

PREDATOR#5 

How will you deal with this major 

setback? 

PREDATOR#3 

He has yet to come. We will wait for 

his arrival. 

PREDATOR#5 

Relying on your assumption could 

consume more time than we can spare. 

PREDATOR#3 

It… 

An abrupt, enormous burst forcefully cleaves Predator#3’s 

chest. Green blood sprays everywhere. Both he and his 
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trophy drop to the floor. As a flabbergasted Predator#5 

spins about, Hostilus attacks. One strike from his wrist 

blades, the outcast carves out the Predator’s throat. 

Predator#5 collapses next to Predator#3. 

Sensing a presence, Hostilus fires a plasma pulse toward 

the entrance. While it rapidly covers the distance, another 

plasma pulse materializes in the opposite direction. 

Suddenly, the faster plasma pulse slams into it, creating a 

powerful blast. In proximity to the unseen Hybrid, the 

aftershock short circuits his cloaking mechanism, shatters 

the front part of his helmet, and sends him smashing into 

the wall above the entrance.  

After a brief moment, he falls to the floor. The now 

exposed Hybrid, his face singed, lies semiconscious. His 

damaged plasma caster discharges a few sparks. Drowsy, he 

removes it from his shoulder andd discards it. Hybrid lifts 

his head to see Hostilus in front of him. 

HOSTILUS 

Because of you, I was reduced to an 

outcast. 

HYBRID 

You brought it upon yourself. 

HOSTILUS 

No matter. The whole clan has branded 

you a traitor of the highest caliber. I 

shall take my place among the best 

warriors once I show the council your 

head. 

HYBRID 

Do you think my demise will atone for 

the murders you have now committed 

against your brethens? 

HOSTILUS 

Die assured. Their deaths will be blame 

on you like the deaths of an elder and 

my former compatriot. 

HYBRID 

I was a fool for sparing your life. 

HOSTILUS 

Regrets benefit no one. 
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HYBRID 

Perhaps not. 

Hostilus attempts to fire a plasma pulse but the overheated 

plasma caster does not function. Seizing this opportunity, 

Hybrid pulls out his smart disc, a sharp, circular 

projectile. Gathering his strength, he hurls it at his 

opponent. Hostilus tries to dodge it. However, the disc 

makes a sudden plunge downward and chops off Hostilus’s 

legs.  

Bellowing in pain, he topples to the ground. Hostilus 

hastily removes his helmet. He begins to activate his self-

destruct device on his wrist computer. He stops when a 

spear’s tip appears before his face. Looking up he meets 

Hybrid’s gaze. 

HOSTILUS 

Will you deny me my final act of honor? 

HYBRID 

Your grand pretension at being a 

warrior ends here. 

HOSTILUS 

Soon, yours too. 

His deep maniacal laughter fills the room. Hybrid rams the 

spear through his enemy’s eye, ending the laughter forever. 

He quickens to the shuttle. After he presses a series of 

keys on his wrist computer, the shuttle opens. 

Disappointment washes over his face, when he peers inside. 

The screen, the only thing intact from the vandalized 

interior, displays a countdown in enigmatic alien 

characters.  

The ominous, high-pitched beeping is a constant reminder of 

what little time is left. He tries to defuse the time bomb. 

However, it is useless. While he ponders his next move, a 

nonstop hail of bullets ricochets off the shuttle. Although 

it takes awhile, the furious Hybrid manages to get his 

cloaking device to function. Once he disappears, the 

hysterical humans stop their attack. 

SOLDIER#1 

We lost the one chance to kill it! 

We’re dead! 

The words are barely out of his mouth, when an invisible 

attack leaves half of his head missing. 
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SOLDIER#2 

Run! Get out of here! Warn the others! 

One soldier flees, leaving behind short-lived screams of 

agony.       

INT. ZONE 22E – MEDICAL RESEARCH LAB - SAME  

Dripping wet, twelve Predator clones start to wander about 

the room. Their eyes wildly dart back and forth. A 

concerned Dr. Cullens glances at the general. The general 

lets out a booming command. 

GENERAL SAUNTERS 

Attention! 

The clones suddenly stand still and tall. They look 

straight ahead. 

GENERAL SAUNTERS 

Forward, march! 

The replicas follow the instruction much to the surprise of 

everyone. 

DOCTOR CULLENS 

Remarkable. 

GENERAL SAUNTERS 

Attention, halt! 

They freeze in their place. The gleeful doctor can hardly 

contain his enthusiasm. 

DR. CULLENS 

All these years of laboring away, I 

finally see the results. 

AGENT WILKINS 

Do you think it’s too early to tell if 

the conditioning worked? 

DOCTOR CULLENS 

Not at all. You are witnessing 

firsthand their complete compliance. 

He moves near the clones, inspecting them. 

DETECTIVE GIDEON 

Is it a good idea to be so close to 

them? 



 95 

 

DOCTOR CULLENS 

Nonsense, their docile as lambs. 

To everyone’s horror, a clone, nearest to Cullens, pounces 

on him. It sinks its fangs in his neck, tears a chunk of 

flesh, and tosses the dead body aside. The other replicas 

go berserk. Saunters, his face red, blares out. 

GENERAL SAUNTERS 

Hold still! 

Ignoring the command, some begin to fight among themselves; 

a few creep towards the humans. A crazed soldier, the 

ESCAPEE from the storage lab, barges in the room. He is 

momentarily oblivious to the chaos. 

ESCAPEE 

It’s here! It’s behind me! Everyone is… 

The clones fall upon the hapless soldier, dismembering him 

in seconds. Gideon opens fire on the monsters. Wilkins 

follows suit. The experimental subjects spin in the 

direction of their assailants. They let out a long, loud, 

angry, collective trill. Although bullets penetrate their 

bodies, the creatures are unstoppable. They hasten to the 

humans. 

GENERAL SAUNTERS 

Quickly, get in! 

Saunters holds open the door to the hallway while firing 

his shotgun. Once Gideon and Wilkins rush in, he slams it 

shut. 

INT. HALLWAY ENTRANCE - SAME  

The thick, metal door shakes under the persistent, heavy 

blows of the clones. An arm smashes the thick-glassed, 

round window in the middle of it. 

AGENT WILKINS 

The door won’t hold much longer. Is 

there a way out. 

GENERAL SAUNTERS 

Down the hallway is an exit.   

They are ready to leave except the general, who takes out a 

grenade from his vest. 

DETECTIVE GIDEON 

It’s too late to stop them. 
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GENERAL SAUNTERS 

Their escape will cause serious 

repercussions for the government on a 

domestic and international level. They 

must be confined within the facility 

especially the alien.  

AGENT WILKINS 

And if you fail? 

GENERAL SAUNTERS 

Whether I fail or succeed, contact the 

airforce. Have them incinerate the 

damned place. 

He scribbles something on the back of a small business 

card. He hands it to Wilkins. 

GENERAL SAUNTERS 

Once you dial the number, enter the 

authorization code to order the 

strikes. Get moving! 

Gideon and Wilkins walk away. Saunters is about to pull the 

pin when the pounding ceases. 

GENERAL SAUNTERS 

Wait! 

The general cautiously advances toward the heavily dented 

door. 

AGENT WILKINS 

We don't have that luxury. 

GENERAL SAUNTERS 

Their rage is temporary. 

DETECTIVE GIDEON 

You can't be sure.  

 GENERAL SAUNTERS 

So much resource went into this 

project. One of its main purposes was 

to create ultimate soldiers, who would 

fight anyone, anything, anywhere. 

Soldiers, who wouldn’t care if their 

were killed, maimed, or abandoned. They 

would replace our troops. American 

families will never grieve over loved 

ones falling in battle again. 
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AGENT WILKINS 

Accept the reality. All is lost. 

Saunters peeks from the broken window. 

GENERAL SAUNTERS 

No, it isn’t. This could be the last 

chance to salvage something. Come see 

for yourselves.  

  

INT. ZONE 22E – MEDICAL RESEARCH LAB 

Looking around, the clones randomly slash at the air as if 

trying to shred something unseen. Whenever their attack 

yields nothing, they hiss and snarl. Hearing a subtle 

noise, they converge to the source of the sound. They find 

one of their own, who stands oddly quiet. Unexpectedly, it 

drops to its knees, head tumbling off its shoulder. 

The replicas spread out. More frenzy than ever, they lash 

out everywhere. While one duplicate thrashes about, its 

claw scrapes something invisible, producing a glow. Seconds 

later, blue-white electrical swirls encompass the now 

visible Hybrid. His damaged wrist computer emits the glow, 

which fades away. A small burst of sparks erupts from the 

device. 

The permanent lost of his cloaking ability places him in a 

dire situation. In a flash, Hybrid breaks the creature’s 

neck and heaves the body at the inbound clones. Quickly 

pulling out his smart disc, he hurls it. The sharp, round, 

projectile cuts down two clones. Although the deadly 

instrument swiftly returns to its owner, the replicas are 

upon him. Unable to throw the disc again, he utilizes it as 

a melee weapon. Hybrid avoids their clutches while he 

slices off hands, arms, legs, and heads.       

INT. ZONE 22E – HALLWAY ENTRANCE 

The sight the trio witness amazes them. 

WILKINS 

This the thing the Samantha saw. This 

is what she meant by human but not 

human. 

GENERAL SAUNTERS 

It does look like a cross between a 

human and extraterrestrial. 
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DETECTIVE GIDEON 

Alien experimentation? 

GENERAL SAUNTERS 

Hard to tell. 

AGENT WILKINS 

It’s doing a great job exterminating 

the clones. 

DETECTIVE GIDEON 

Yeah, but who’s going to exterminate 

the mongrel  

GENERAL SAUNTERS 

I will. Step aside. 

When they back away three feet, Saunters lobbies a grenade 

through the broken window. 

INT. ZONE 22E – MEDICAL RESEARCH LAB 

While Hybrid clashes with the last clone, the grenade lands 

near him. Although he notices it, his attention never 

shifts. As he slays the prototype, the grenade explodes.  

The blast knocks Hybrid to the floor. After a few seconds, 

he slowly rises. Barely recuperating from his stupor, 

another grenade flies toward him. Seizing it in midair, he 

flings the grenade back from where it came. 

INT. ZONE 22E – HALLWAY ENTRANCE 

The general sees the imminent danger. 

GENERAL SAUNTERS 

Shit! 

The grenade detonates on impact with the door. The thick, 

white smoke, made from the explosion, causes Gideon and 

Wilkins to cough momentarily. It dissipates, revealing 

Saunters crushed underneath the fallen door. Only his head 

sticks out from the wreckage. Blood overflows from his 

mouth and nose. 

Espying the general, they rush to aid him. The two struggle 

in vain to remove the heavy object off his body. Their 

efforts cease when the duo sees Hybrid approaching them. 

Gideon and Wilkins hamper the human-alien’s advance with a 

torrent of bullets from their M-16s. The attack compels 

Hybrid to take cover. Above the thunderous din, Saunters 

beckons to them. 
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GENERAL SAUNTERS 

It’s useless. Run, you idiots, run! 

Reluctantly, the twosome act upon his advice. The two 

retreat, shooting until they disappear around the bend. 

Seconds later, Hybrid enters. He gazes at the general, who 

greets him with a smirk. 

GENERAL SAUNTERS 

You die with me, my way. 

He unfurls his right hand. A grenade rolls out. Hybrid, 

wide-eyed, is unable to react in time. 

INT. ZONE 22E – HALLWAY 

Gideon and Wilkins run. Few seconds passes when the sound 

of a blast echoes throughout the place. Stopping, they gaze 

behind. Nobody pursues them. 

GIDEON 

The exit should be near. 

WILKINS 

Is it over? 

GIDEON 

Can’t tell nor are we willing to found 

out. 

The two continue to flee. After awhile, Wilkins, in the 

lead, hears a soft gasp. She spins around. A grief-stricken 

look forms on her visage. 

WILKINS 

Oh, God, no, no, no! 

The weapon, the same one given to Hybrid by Hostilus, 

protrudes from Gideon’s chest. The stunned detective sags, 

sliding down the wall. Wilkins rushes to his side. She 

grabs his left arm, places it on her shoulders, and hauls 

Gideon to his feet. 

From Gideon’s back wound, a long, fine, semi-invisible 

thread dangles to the floor and extends into the far end of 

the corridor. Unaware of its presence, Gideon and Wilkins 

stagger ahead. 

GIDEON 

(Weakly) 

Don’t put your life in danger. You must 

live. 
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Wilkins is on the verge of crying. 

WILKINS 

Don’t talk. Preserve your strength. 

GIDEON 

I’m slowing you down for nothing. Leave 

me and save yourself. 

WILKINS 

(Changing the subject) 

I left the force because I… loved you 

but I knew your devotion to your 

deceased wife left me no choice. 

GIDEON 

I… 

The weapon’s sharpened head suddenly opens up like flower 

petals. The cord tightens as a quick, powerful tug severs 

Gideon’s upper body, pulling the torso through the air. The 

legs, which fall to the ground, are the only remains of 

Gideon. They lie in a pool of blood. 

Wilkin’s tearful eyes, enlarge with trepidation, searches 

for the assailant. The forelocks of her hair mat with the 

sweat on her forehead. 

While she whirls about, firearm in hand, Wilkins bumps into 

someone. Quickly, a hand grabs her throat and raise Wilkins 

off the ground. The M-16 clatters to the ground. Tears 

streak down her face. 

WILKINS 

(Fear mixed with angry) 

You’re human! Why, why?! 

HYBRID 

(Enraged) 

I am a breed of my own. 

She hastily uncovers her left ankle and takes out a small 

gun. Before the agent can fire, Hybrid crushes her throat. 

He casts her aside. She slams into the wall, dead.   

INT. ZONE 22E – STORAGE LAB  

The shuttle’s time bomb nears detonation.  

EXT. DESERT – DAWN 

Exhausted and injured, Hybrid sprints as fast as he can. 
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After a few seconds, he disappears in a blinding, white 

light, which envelops a huge radius. The ground convulse 

violently as a humongous explosion erupts from the 

facility. An enormous, mushroom-shaped cloud shoots upward. 

Powerful shockwaves create billows of sand, 40 feet high. 

Traveling a distance of 50 feet, they come crashing down, 

burying anything below. Eventually, silence prevails.  

From his sandy grave, Hybrid jumps out, gasping for air. He 

glances behind. Nothing remains. He takes a few steps 

forward. He stops. Before him stands Colored Eyes, armed 

with two long tonfa-like blades. Both stare at each other, 

their faces devoid of any expression. 

COLORED EYES 

Infraction of the counicl’s prime 

directive usually warrants an 

instantaneous death for the offender. 

HYBRID 

I can redeem myself.  

COLORED EYES 

You cowardly slaughtered an elder. 

HYBRID 

Fabrications leveled against me. 

COLORED EYES 

No weak pretext can pardon you. It is 

time to sever the bond that binds us. 

Except for a quick glance to his left, Hybrid, lividly 

stares at his mentor. 

HYBRID 

Do not let your imprudence once again 

be your downfall. The council is 

corrupt. Join me in overthrowing them. 

COLORED EYES 

The corrupt one is you. 

HYBRID 

You will see the logic in my words the 

moment I defeat you. 

COLORED EYES 

That has yet to be seen. 

Hybrid takes out his retractable spear, which extends to 
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seven feet. The two brothers solemnly gait toward each 

other. Once the distance between them shortens, Colored 

Eyes launches series of attacks. Hybrid deflects the blows. 

The battle increases in ferocity.  

Breaking Hybrid’s defense, Colored Eyes slashes his 

opponent’s face. Hybrid bellows in pain. He leaps back. 

Blood from the numerous wounds covers his visage. 

COLORED EYES  

You cannot escape from your destiny. 

Hybrid wipes the blood from his face. 

HYBRID 

I intend to embrace it. 

Mustering all his power, Hybrid retaliates.  He twirls, 

swings, and jabs the spear at his former brother. Colored 

Eyes struggles to parry the blows. He receives deep cuts to 

his shoulders, torso, and arms. His eyes widen when he see 

the head of the spear coming straight for his face. It 

stops a few inches short as he catches it with his bare 

left hand. 

He quickly pulls on the spear, drawing its wielder near 

him. Colored Eyes releases the spear and strikes at his 

enemy. Hybrid partially evades the attack; blood spurts 

from the deep gash on his neck. Hybrid drops his spear. He 

clutches at the wound with both hands.  

Colored Eyes continues his assault. After he lacerates his 

foe’s chest several times, he delivers a roundhouse kick, 

which hits Hybrid in the head. Hybrid tumbles in the sand. 

Although bloodied, the defeated brother staggers to his 

feet. 

COLORED EYES 

You fought well. I expect no less from 

my former protégé. 

HYBRID 

Spare me your praises. 

Hybrid eyes his wrist computer, further damaged in the 

fight. A large fissure runs in the middle of it. 

COLORED EYES 

Neither the elders nor I will grant you 

such a simple end.  
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Abruptly, the elders materialize. 

HYBRID 

I fear nothing. 

INT. COUNCIL CHAMBER – NIGHT 

SUPERIMPOSE: TWO MONTHS LATER 

Hybrid, who has fully recovered from his critical injuries, 

faces the wrathful council. The elders along with Colored 

Eyes stare hard at Hybrid. Undaunted, he stares back. His 

quiet demeanor shows a trace of defiance. 

ONE EYE 

Your lust for personal glory and 

unlimited power has led you astray. 

MASK 

Our command is not to be taken lightly 

yet you disregarded it so blatantly. 

HYBRID 

Had I been considered a part of the 

clan, the council would not have 

imposed this restriction you call a 

command. 

COLORED EYES 

You have no say what the council can 

and cannot do. 

ONE EYE 

Our command was a trial to assess your 

loyalty and deference to test your 

ability to curb your unfocused, rising 

ambition. You failed miserably. 

MASK 

It was not enough for you to rebel 

against the council. You had to murder 

one of its members. 

ONE EYE 

Without challenging him or being 

challenged by him. 

HYBRID 

The outcast is responsible for his 

death. 
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MASK 

Your disobedience, the corpse in the 

pit, and your sudden departure in a 

stolen shuttle are strong indications 

you are the perpetrator. 

ONE EYE 

Unless you provide us with evidence, 

your accusation holds no sway with us. 

Hybrid’s face contorts into a sneer. 

HYBRID 

There is no reason for me to lie. My 

fate is already sealed. But before the 

council commences to do so, allow me to 

battle its newly appointed member or 

does he only fight weaken warriors. 

Colored Eyes remains silent so do the elders. A few feet 

behind Hybrid, Ancient appears. 

ANCIENT 

(In cold rage) 

Fight me instead. 

Upon hearing the voice, Hybrid’s eyes widen in surprise. 

ANCIENT 

If you defeat me, not only will 

absolution for your crimes be granted, 

but you will also replace me as the new 

arbitrator. I swear this by my honor. 

Do you accept my offer? 

HYBRID 

I do. 

Ancient calmly tosses his spear to Hybrid who catches it by 

the middle with one hand. 

HYBRID 

You are without a weapon. 

ANCIENT 

You should be concerned with yourself. 

HYBRID 

So be it. 

Hybrid twirls the weapon while he circles his calm 

opponent. Although he draws near, Ancient remains 
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motionless. Hybrid initiates a quick assault. Ancient 

smoothly evades the attack.  

Hybrid renews his effort. He unleashes a flurry of thrusts 

with the spear. Again, Ancient dodges with ease. Hybrid 

retreats a short distance, reevaluating his fearsome 

adversary. 

HYBRID 

How can this be? 

ANCIENT 

Shall I start? 

With extraordinary speed, Ancient dashes at him, kneeing 

him in the midsection. Hybrid doubles up in agony. Ancient 

shows no restraint. After he pummels Hybrid with several, 

quick punches, Ancient grabs his disoriented opponent by 

the neck. Using one arm, he lifts him up. Hybrid chokes 

from the death-like grip. His legs suspend in the air. 

ANCIENT 

Behold my power and despair! 

He slams Hybrid into the ground. Slivers of stone scatter 

everywhere as the powerful impact creates a depression. 

Releasing his grip, the head elder stands up. He looks at 

the defeated foe in disgust. Hybrid’s mouth opens but no 

words come out. Blood flows from his swollen face.  

ANCIENT 

Death by me is a deliverance you do not 

deserve. 

Hybrid's eyes close as he slips into unconsciousness.   

EXT. PLANET ZANZERIAL SURFACE – NIGHT 

From the dark purple sky, lit briefly by periodical 

lightening, a large cylindrical pod crashes into the rocky 

terrain. While the cloud of dust scatters, the occupant of 

the pod constantly pounds on the malfunctioned door. 

Finally, the door opens. Emerging from the pod, the 

severely wounded Hybrid, shackled with heavy chains, 

notices the thick black fog which encompasses him. 

He sluggishly walks. Too tired to continue, he stops. As he 

suspiciously studies the bleak surroundings, several 

hundred pairs of malicious, glowing red eyes from the 

darkness suddenly appear around him. The staring eyes 

slowly close in on their target. Roaring, Hybrid charges 
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forward. 

FADE OUT:    

THE END 


